
Cornell University 
Library 



The original of tiiis book is in 
tile Cornell University Library. 

There are no known copyright restrictions in 
the United States on the use of the text. 



http://www.archive.org/details/cu31924023396421 



Cornell University Library 
PR 6007.O49C5 



China coasters / 




3 1924 023 396 421 




K^^D W^ 




Watkins' Limiiti). 

APOTHECARIES' HALL, 

«6, QUEEN'S ROAD CENTRAL, 

HONGKONG. 



ppt ' t ' t ' t ' p t' ^ lli^' t ' pppt ' ppppt ' ppt **' 



ESTHBIiISHED 1898, 



Uhc /Iftutual Stores 

General Grocers ant) iprovision 

dealers 

TKHine anb Spirit fiDercbants, etc 



8 & 10 D'AGUILAR STREET, HONGKONG 
AND SHA KEE STREET, CANTON. 



Well known importers of 

FRESH AUSTRALIAN BUTTER 

for the past five years. 



Agents for 
I "DAGGER" BRAND 

GENUINE GUINESS STOUT 
"KIRIN" LAGER BEER 



**<*^*****<******'****'*****'* 




Tile. Address. 
SPHINX, HONQKONG. 

Telephone No. 135. 



H. PRICE & Co. 

WIHE, SPIRIT & BOTTLED BEER 
MERCHANTS 

12, Q,-asens '^oad, ^ongRong 

■ — — ^ ^ — - . , - 

Sole proprietors of the Famous 



SCOTCH WHISKY 



Sole Agents for the 
DISTILLERS ■ 
CO., LP. 




H. PRICE & Co. 

Hongkong ^ Manila., JP.I. 



CHINA COASTERS.- 



Registered in accordance with the Pronlsions 0/ 
Ordinance No. 10 of 1888 at the Office of the Registrar 
Genaral, Supreme Court Souse, Hongkong. 



*ehina 



*€oaifferif 



BY 



DOLLY 

(Autkatf o/" Tales of Hongkong" } 



HONGKONG 

•KELLY & WALSH, LIMITED 

HoNOKONG, Shanghai, Yokohama 4 Singapore 
PRINTERS &. PUBLISHERS 

1 90s. 



\'0 (X/U}y\ 



Yi-d^^^ 



4 



^?. 



"kS 



4- 



</ 



CHINA COASTERS. 



INTRODUCTION 

THE child's ENGLISH PEIMEE 

Third Lesson. 

Here w-e see a China Coaster. 

The China Coaster is the Name 
for the Steamers that run up and 
-down the China Coast. They also 
run to Chefoo and take big Sister 
to School. Little Girls, do you not 
wish you were big and could go to 
School in a China Coaster too? 

They are of many Kinds ; some 
have three Sticks, some have two. 
Some have a Red Chimney with a 
Black Top, and some are all Black. 
• Some also have a pretty yellow 
Band in the middle of the Chimney. 

Each one is very much faster 

than all the Others ; and each one 

-carries a great deal more Cargo 

than any of the Others ; which is 

very Strange, 

The China Coaster is also the 
-Name of the brave Sailors who sail 
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the Seas in the Ships. First there- 
are the Officers who tells us many 
nice Stories. Then there are the 
nasty Engineers, whose Faces are 
always Dirty. But they do not tell 
so many Fibs as the Officers, and 
when they are Washed it is alright. 
There is also a Captain who is 
always Cross. 

Some China Coasters drink a 
great deal and get Tipsy ; which 
is very Wicked. 

. Little Children, you must never- 
Trust what a China Coaster tells 
you. It will be all Fibs. 
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CAUGHT ON THE HOP. 



It is a truism hardly worthy of repeti- 
tion, that when one asks a sailor to relate 
some of his experiences he straightway 
sets his imagination to work and concocts 
the most luridly sensational yarns, con- 
taining some romance, and little or no 
truth. If one would glean from him 
facts; little gems of truth, far stranger, 
and infinitely more thrilling, than the 
wildest fantasy his vivid imagination can. 
invent, one must catch him oiF his guard, 
when, in company of his kind, with the 
right sort of "gargle'' and a sweet-drawing 
briar, he falls into reminiscent strain 
without being aware that he is spinning 
yarns ; when the ball of memory is kept 
briskly rebounding from one topic to 
another, never remaining stationary 
longer than to allow of someone relating 
a startling experience of actual life, in a 
few terse, epigrammatic sentences. Such, 
recently, was the good fortune of a certain 
scribe, who found himself, one rainy 
night toward eleven o'clock, a visitor at 
the "War Office," officially designated 
" The Mercantile Marine Officers' Associa- 
tion. Shanghai." 
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There were five men sitting in attitudes 
of comfortable negligence round a little 
table, drawn close up to the fire, in the 
cosy smoking room opposite the bar; 
each chair tilted back on its hind legs 
to an alarming angle, and five pairs of 
knees firmly jammed against the table, on 
which stood a bottle of liqueur and the 
'requisite number of glasses, to preserve 
its otherwise unstable equilibrium. 

The first of these was John Welldon, 
chief oflicer of one of the Jardine boats, 
and next on turn for command, who kept 
a hungry eye cocked on the various 
■captains of the fleet, lest one of them 
should slip home on leave without due 
notice, thus leaving his berth vacant 
■without his knowledge. 

Welldon was a large, fair man, inclined 
to run to fat. and flabbiuess ; though the 
•lightest hint to that efiiect from an out- 
sider would have drawn from him a most 
indignant denial, coupled with an ofier, 
on the spot, to " run, jump, or skip " his 
detractor, "any distance or any height, 
for ten dollars." His was a face over- 
flowing with good-nature and an obvious 
love of ease and indolence ; and one could 
detect, in his carefully groomed person, 
a suggestion that perhaps he had not yet 
leached that age when a man fondly 
counts himself indifferent to the charms 
-of the fair sex. 

8 
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Two more were chief officers in 
Butterfield's boats; one, Tim Wright, 
but recently promoted; the other, like 
Welldon, beginning to look forward to 
his command. 

The fourth man was an individual of 
a rather different cast ; a typical specimen 
of the jaded China Coaster who (according 
to his version) through no fault of his 
own, has found himself slighted and left 
out in the cold. Small, wiry, with grizzled 
grey hair and bristling moustache. Alec 
Arden could claim to have served, at one 
time or another, in almost every steam- 
ship company on the China Coast, and 
had even climbed to the much-coveted 
command. But, like many another, he 
suffered seriously from an incurable 
laicity of the elbowjoint, bringing about, 
whenever opportunity offered, a corre- 
sponding bemuddling of the intellect, 
that, at one critical moment, had resulted 
in his ship being piled up on the Lamocks 
in a fruitless endeavour to ram the 
lighthouse from its lofty pe/ch ; and had 
ended in the aggrieved Alec being 
projected, bag and dunnage, still in a 
depressing state of semi-intoxication, on 
the Bund. 

Like many another too, suffering from 
■the same distressing malady in its acute 
form, he was an excellent seaman, and, 
when the fates were propitious enough to 
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allow of his keeping a clear head, as 
capable of guiding a steamer through th& 
intricate reefs of the China Sea, as any 
man that ever broke a biscuit. 

He now precariously retained the 
position of second mate of one of the- 
Ping boatsj and looked with a jaundiced 
eye on his more successful brethren of 
the "cloth." Of which "cloth" none 
were more argumentatively eager to up- 
hold the dignity, than Alec Arden. 

His watery blue eyes were ever glancing 
quickly from one to the other, as though 
in eternal defiance of the trespasser on his 
"rights," which, it was his fond delusion, 
were being continually threatened by 
those in station above him. 

In marked contrast to the embittered 
Alec, sat, at his elbow, a spruce, bright- 
faced youngster, a comparatively green 
hand on the China Coast, to whom the 
billet of second officer in a Jardine steamer 
appeared a species of amplified heaven, 
after the dreary toil that is the lot of 
the third mate of a wind-jammer. Ted 
Lauriston had still a great deal to learn 
before he could claim the proud title of 
an accomplished China Coaster. He was 
still in that lamentable stage of mental 
instability, When one commences to grow 
discursive anent one's rich relations after 
the third glass of whisky ; and he still, 
with the enthusiasm of the neophyte,. 
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believed in several of those old-fashioned 
virtues, that, to the more experienced 
China Coast mind, had proved tHemselvesi 
to be blatant delusions and snares. 

The scribe himself sat without the 
charmed circle, in a deep armchair, in 
which he was the better able to jot down 
from time to time, unobserved, little notes 
in shorthand on the immaculate expanse 
of an extensive shirt-cuff; putting in a 
leading question, delicately worded, when 
the conversation commenced to flag, or. 
deftly turning it when it threatened 
to lapse from an experience into the 
uninteresting technicaliiies of 'shop." 

The yarns I'anged over a vast variety 
of subjects with bewildering irrelevancy, 
from grave to gay ; soaring from the 
sordid to the sublime, only to drop back 
again to the unprintable. From women 
one could not but admire, to women one 
must not admire — publicly. Some of 
them were of a refreshing indelicacy that 
prohibited their reproduction; and notes 
of these, it was the reporter's proud boast 
afterward, found no place on the virgin: 
whiteness of his shirt-cuff, whatever his- 
memory may have retained. 

Each man was smoking his favourite- 
weed, Ted Lauriston, the younger mem- 
ber, had a cigar, as; had also one of the- 
Butterfield men, while the other three' 
sucked vigorously at pipes, that asked. 
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the suction power of a young Hercules 
• ere they would be coaxed into yielding 
up their flxmes of rather dubious fragrance. 
The journalist contented himself with the 
more dainty cigarette. 

Silence had fallen on the group. The 
glittering ball of memory, playing idly 
on the fountain of conversation, had fallen 
back from the jet to the receiving basin 
Jjelow, Presently it spun up again. 

" Poor old Crawford ! " said the Jardine 
mate, as he blew a sympathetic cloud 
toward the ceiling. 

" Yes, bit rough on him. He was due 
"to go home in two month's time too, 
■was'nt he 1 " 

"Yes, poor devil!" 

" How'd it happen ? " asked the Ping 
-man. 

"Oil the anchor derrick knocked him 
-clean over the side. Must have stunned 
him ; for they never saw him rise, and 
-Crawford was a devilish good swimmer." 

" What went ? " inquired someone. 

" Guy carried away, and let the derrick 
■swing too far." 

They smoked on for awhile in silent sym- 
jpathy . Then Welldon asked more brightly : 

"Ever hear tell of Crawford and the 
young lady coming from Yokohama? 
The man that could catch Crawford 
without an answer ready, was good 
•enough to catch a lot of things." 

13 
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One man nodded a laconic affirnifitive, 
■while the rest looked blank. The journa- 
list pricked up his ears, and slyly slid his 
cuiF a little farther down. 

"The yarn's got about in all sorts of" 
forms " continued the mate, speaking 
with a lazy drawl ; " What really hap- 
pened was this. We were coming from. 
Yokohama to here in the old ll'Jio 
Banff ? I was second and Crawford 
third. We had four passengers aboard 
that trip ; a charming girl, her gouty 
old father, and two other old fogies, both 
afflicted with rheumatics ; so it was a 
pretty dull time for a girl. Good job 
for her we made such a fast passage. 
That was the time we took eighteen hours 
out of everything — bar mailboats — going 
that way. ' Member that,, you chaps ? " "" 

The others confessed to forgetfulness. 
The Jardine mate looked hurt at their 
culpable negligence in allowing so 
glorious an achievement to slip their 
memory and inclined to wax morose. 

" How did you do it ? " asked the 
scribe by way of salve. 

The mate turned to him gratefully, for 
the moment ignoring the fact that he 
was but a poor landlubber, and waxed, 
technical. 

" Came South about. Van Diemen 
Strait way. Stuck close to the coast and 
got the counter-set of the Kuro Siwo. 

13 
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We licked creation that trip. Nothing 
that came through the Inland Sea got 
near us." Welldon was becoming warmly 
•eloquent. "If ships would only stick to 
that point to point route, with a bit of 
a sweep into the big bays, and leave the 
Inland Sea alone, they'd do better. Keep 
-close round by — — " 

The scribe saw the story being overlaid 
with " shop," and made an effort to call 
the mate to order. 

"Who was the lady,?" he asked 
insinuatingly. 

" The lady ? Oh ay ! I wont tell her 
name ; she's in Shanghai now." 

Welldon looked directly at his ques- 
tioner. " But when you see what you 
think is about the prettiest girl in the 
Concession, you can reckon you're getting 
pretty hot on the scent." 

"Crawford, the third mate, and the 
skipper— Barlowe had her then ; he's 
gone home for good, —were both pretty 
gay sparks ; so was the girl, from all 
appearances, and both were immensely 
sweet on her." 

" Well, we'd all but got across to the 
river and expected to make the Saddle 
Island Light before televen that night. The 
old man had left orders to be called when 
it was sighted, and, as Crawford thought, 
turned in. In reality he only laid down, 
just as he wasj on the settee." 

'4 
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"Just as four bells went, the third 
spotted the light lift above the horizon, 
and was turning away to call the old man, 
when, as he Stood at the top of the ladder 
looking aft, he saw something that 
interested him a lot more. The fair 
charmer had come up on the poop for a 
last breath of air before turning in, with 
a light shawl thrown over her head." 

'' It was a bright moonlight night, and 
the third, from where he stood, could see 
her quite plainly. The chance of a last 
quiet spoon, before getting up to Shanghai 
was too tempting, and Crawford thought 
he would let the light wait for five 
minutes, while he slipped aft and ex- 
changed word with the fair one. So he 
called the quarter-master up on the bridge, 
and gave him his whistle, telling him to 
blow if he saw any junks ahead, and away 
he slid along the lee side of the fiddley." 

'"He knew jolly well none of the other 
passengers would risk the night air, and 
smacked his lips in anticipation as he 
went. Well, he got to the engine-room, 
■skylight, which in the Who tSang was 
alow affair, and afraid of being spotted by 
anyone who might be on the other side 
of the deck, dropped on his hands and 
knees, and started to crawl along to the 
.gangplank that ran from the after end to 
the poop." 

IS 
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" He had just turned the corner, and 
was scurrying along for the plank, when, 
hifl his head butted up against a body 
moving in the opposite direction. The 
shock of the collision was so severe, that 
it chucked Crawford back on his haunches,, 
and by the time he regained the use of 
his eyesight, he found himself sitting- 
there blinking ovvlishly at the skipper, 
also sitting on his heels, ruefully rubbing 
his head, who had been crawling along 
the other side of the skylight in very 
similar fashion, toward the same goal. 
They stared blankly at each other for a 
minute. The third was the first to- 
recover himself. " 

"Touching his cap, which, by the force 
of the impact had been flattened down 
over his eyes, he said gravely. ' Saddles 
Light two points on the port bow, sir ! ' " 

" ' AUright ! ' came the reply, with equal 
gravity, ' keep her as she is going, and 
let me know when it is abeam. ' " 

" ' Very good sir ! ' And without an- 
other word, both turned and scuttled 
away on their hands and knees, on their 
respective sides of the skylight. " 

" How did the yarn get about ? " asked 
Lauriston. 

"Well, you bet the skipper could'nt 
say much to the third about it, and 
Crawford did'nt feel like saying much, 

i6 
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-about it himself; but the fourth engineer 
was pumping out his bilges, and had 
come up and was looking over the side, 
on the main deck, to see how his pumps 
•were throwing when it happened. He 
coughed the yarn up in the messroom 
next morning, and they bleated it out to 
the chief and the rest of us. It took a 
long time before we could go and report 
a light to ' papa ' without a grin." 

" Reckon," reflected Lauriston, " the 
lady must have dropped a pretty large 
hint to the old man, that she intended 
taking the air about that time." 

"Young feller," said the senior Butter- 
field man, with a sapient wag of the 
head, "you shonld'nt draw such rash 
conclusions about wimmen ; " a piece of 
-advice he might well have profited by 
himself. 

"Jolly good job the old packet did'nt 
tread on any junks while they were at 
it," put in the Ping man souily ; " you 
can't trust a Chinaman on the look-out as 
far as you can heave him. That quarter- 
master would have thought of blowing the 
whistle when the junk was about five 
fathom from her nose. Reminds me of 
poor Smellie; he found that out to his 
sorrow." 

'•That the man that got hove on the 
.Bund, out of the China Merchant boat ? " 
Wright asked. 
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" That's him ! " said Arden, with more 
emphasis than grammar ; " They were 
coming along one dark night somewhere 
off Breaker Point, battering up against 
a heavy north east monsoon, when the 
skipper came pelting up on the bridge in 
his pyjamas. It was a darkish night, and 
pretty cold ; second mate was walkin' up 
and down lively, with his coat-collar 
turned up and his hands in his trouser's 
pockets. 

"'What's the matter, Mr. Smellie ? ' 
shouts the old man." 

" 'Matter sir,' says Smellie in surprise." 

" ' Yes ; what was that jar ? ' " 

"'What jar, sir?' says Smellie, looking 
round in search of the dimijohn he 
thought the old man meant." 

" ' Did'nt she bump something ? ' asks 
papa, trying to see ahead." 

" ' Blessed if I felt any bump ! ' replied 
Smellie turning kind o' sour." 

" ' I was lying awake, and I couldhaVe 
sworn I felt something jar her,' says the 
skipper." 

" He took a look round and went below 
again, and the second mate got back on 
the trot till four o'clock." 

The Ping man stopped and meditatively 
relit his pipe, which he had allowed to 
go out. 

"Had they hit anything," asked two 
men together. 

i8 
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" Seems the only inference to draw. 
When daylight made they found the sail 
of a junk hangin' to the anchor and lyin' 
acrost the fo'k'sle head." 

There was a grim silence, while they 
sucked with long, gasping draws at their 
pipes. 

" What happened to the junk ? " asked 
the longshoreman breathlessly. 

" Well, it's hard to say exactly what 
does happen to a junk when a steamer, 
going ten knots, waltzes right over the 
top, of her." 

He gave two or three more puffs, then : 
" They found some chips knocked out of 
the propeller, and one of the tips gone, 
when they got up to Shanghai," Arden 
added significantly. 

" Served'em right," was the unsym- 
pathetic comment of the others ; " they're 
always knocking about without lights to 
save oil; or else burn a fistful of joss-paper 
when they get right under your bows." 

" Queer he did'nt see the brute though," 
said Wright. 

"Wonder where the look-out was,"" 
mused the youngster. 

" Where do you usually find the China- 
man when he's supposed to be on the 
look-out, provided its too dark to see him 

19 
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from tEe bridge ? " demanded the Jardiue 
mate scornfully, contempt in his tone for 
the other's inexperience. 

The other three nodded their heads in 
emphatic approval as he went on : 

"We'll saj' they're keeping an hour 
each. One man has from two to three in 
the morning; he goes down at five-and- 
twenty to three to call the next man, and 
forgets to come up again, and the next 
man strolls up at twenty past, and goes 
down to call his relief in the same good 
time. That's the beauty of kalassie 
watches ! " 

" Dam beasts ! " ejaculated the Ping 
man viciously ; " they're no good anyhow! 
They get hold of the idea that it's only 
lights they've got to report, and if they 
saw her running slap on to a point of 
land, or another ship, so it showed no 
light they'd think it no business of their's 
to sing out. I'd rather have a woman on 
the look-out, though there was a looking 
glass alongside her, and light enough to 
see herself by." 

" So would I !" cordially agreed the 
Jardine man, " specially if she was ship- 
ping water for'ard, and lookout had to 
be kept on the bridge." 

" Always would be," chipped in Wright 
promptly, " else officer's watch would be 
kept on the fo'ksle head !" 
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" Ever see a girl blush ?" queried the 
Jardine mate with complacent irrelevance. 
All Welldon's reminiscences seemed to 
run to women. 

" Some!" csime the unanimous response 

" I saw one once turn redder than I 
ever thought human skin could turn " 
added the mate, and relapsed into silence. 

This taciturnity irritated the journaliit, 
itching to hear more. 

" Tell us about it," he blurted out. 

This was a false step, and none realized 
it sooner than the scribe. Welldon 
turned to him with raised eyebrows. 

" Why, there is nothing to tell. Only 
about a girl who was caught on the hop 
in the middle of a nice little spoon." 

This time the scribe was wise, and held 
his peace. The mate, seeing that none 
cared to hear his yarn, forthwith proceeded 
to tell it. 

" It was when I was second of the 
Quick Sang; we were put on the Cal- 
cutta run for five months, to take the 
place of a boat that had to lay up for 
repairs." 

We had just passed Budge-Budge, and 
were going up close in the wake of a 
P. & 0. boat. I was keeping my eye on 
her, in case she slowed down suddenly. 
The pilot was having his chow on tn& 
bridge. Waller was bringing her up. 
Know Waller ?" 
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"Rather!" said Lauriston in answer to 
his look and question; "Had him up trip 
before the last I made on the run, five 
months ago." 

"Jolly decent sort!" commented the 
niate. "Well, I was keeping my optic 
fixed on the P. & 0. boat's stern, watching 
that we did'nt run up too close to her. 
I don't remember the packet's name now, 
but she had a flush hurricane deck from 
the fore part of the bridge, right aft, with 
a deck-house on the after end of it. 
Alleyways each side and round the stern." 

"AH of a sudden, I caw a pretty girl 
come hastily round the corner, and lean- 
ing her back against the tafiirail, stand 
gazing pensively at the shore as it slipped 
past. Her face was turned half toward 
me, and I think old Waller must have 
seen me getting a bit excited and goggle- 
eyed, for he craned his neck up to see 
what was the matter; then he left his 
chow, and came and stood alongside me. 

" Presently I spotted me-nabs, the 
second officer come strolling carelessly 
along t'other side of the deck, and when 
he reached the corner of the house, he cast 
a swift look behind him and dodged round 
the corner. Next moment they were in 
«ach other's arms. I suppose they had 
been spooning some on the way out from 
home, and had met there by appointment, 
to say goodbye before getting up to town." 
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" I grabbed one pair of glasses and the 
pilot collared the other. They were much 
too preoccupied to see us following close 
astern, and we stood there greedily- 
feasting our eyes, and yum-yumming, 
till Waller inconsiderately reached up to 
the whistle lanyard and gave a little toot. 
The second mate had his back toward us, 
and she had her face snuggled in among 
the brass-buttons on his chest. She raised 
her head a bit at the sound, and I've 
never before or since seen a phiz go such 
a vivid magenta; it made the ensign 
floating over her head look pale by con- 
trast. She stared at us for a second, with 
eyes wide with horrified surprise, then 
wriggled herself frantically out of the 
second mate's arms and flew." 

The junior mate of Butterfield's 
chuckled softly ; young Lauriston's mouth 
was working a little, and his eyes were 
glistening. 

"The second officer stood and glared 
at us savagely for about a minute, with 
his hands stuck in his pockets ; but the 
more ferocious he looked, the more we 
laughed. Then he turned and tried to 
stroll away nonchalantly ; it was a pitiful 
failure though." 

" I bet that girl was engaged to some 
fellow in Calcutta, and was coming out to 
marry him," said the Ping man unkindly. 

23 
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" Sure ! Most of 'em carry-on that way- 
aboard. Last bit of freedom, they calll 
it." 

" Tell you what," put in the senior ■ 
Butterfield man sententiously, " most wim- 
men seem to have got hold of the 
idea that the common, everyday virtues 
are like matches and cartridges, forbidden 
to be carried by passengers on any 
account. They leave their's at home when 
they step aboard, and try to look round for 
another lot on arrival." 

"Rot! " ejaculated Lauriston, with the- 
credulity ofinexperience. 

"Else why see what you do see?" 
demanded the other, " a woman don't hold 
herself married to her husBand aboard a 
ship,'cept for the matter of talking to 
him at meal times. Leastways, not if 
there's other men aboard." 

The journalist uttered an exclamation 
of earnest admiration of a picture on the 
opposite wall, and strolled across the room 
to examine it more closely, jotting 
vigorously on his shirt-cufF, under pretence- 
of admiring the detail. 

"Talk about nerve," said the Butter- 
field man, apropos of nothing, " I reckon 
Capt. Heygate has about the coolest head 
and steadiest nerve of any man on the 
coast." 
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"Yes," agreed Wright, "I've seem him 
hring his ship alongside the wliarf here 
on a strong flood tide, without tioubling 
himself to go up to the chow-chow water 
to swing. Splendid ! " he added, with 
the true seaman's keen ap[)reciation of' 
an act of good seamanship. 

" I was shipmates with him once," 
went on his senior, " when we were 
coming up to Wei-hei-wei, Chefoo and 
Taku, with a transhipment cargo from 
Hongkong." 

"There were two hundred and forty cases 
of small arm ammunition, and three big 
cases of prismatic powder in No. 3 hold, 
besides a case of cordite. ^Ihe cordite 
though was harmless. "They said if fire 
got to it, it would fizz off quietly ; " 

"Something like the Irishman said of 
a pal who had been injured in a faction 
fight," laughed the journalist, thrusting in, 
his conversational oar, ' Two ov the 
wounds wuz mortal; but blessed be the 
howly vargin ! the other three wuzz'nt 
dangerous at all, at all.' " 

" We had also some bales of cotton- 
twist, and we were full up with passengers, 
mostly wimmen going to Chefoo If I. 
remember rightly, we were nearing the 
South East Promontory ; I knew it was 
about nine o'clock at night, for I heard 
two bells go. Soon after that the mate 
went to the door of the saloon, where the 
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skipper was playing poker with the men, 
while the ladies looked on, and asked 
him to come out and see if this was the 
right course laid off on the chart." 

" The old man laid dowii his cards with 
an excuse, and came out. He had no 
sooner got clear of the doorway, than the 
mate gripped him by the arm." 

"'No. 3 holdis afire, sir!' he whispered." 

" ' Good God ! ' The old man staggered 
back and leaned heavily against the bulk- 
head, and his lips went white as a Pechili 
fog. Then he pulled himself together, 
as one of the women came out to go to 
her room and wished him goodnight." 

"The skipper answered with a cheery. 
' Goodnight, Mrs/ Wilson,' and soon as 
she was out of earshot, turned again to 
the mate." 

« ' What part of the hold ? ' " 

"'For 'tween-decks,' the mate told 
him, ' Cotton-twist's burning. We've got 
all the sailors and firemen along, and are 
playing the hose on the bales near the 
powder, and breaking out the burning 
ones.' '' 

" ' Who's on the bridge ? ' " 

" ' Quarter-master, sir. ' " 

" ' Alright,' the old man was steady as 
a rock again. It was common knowledge 
that we had explosives aboard, and you 
know what would have happened if the 
|)assengers had caught the fright." 
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"■'Alright,' said the captain quietly 
' Lay along and do your best to keep the 
fire in the forepart. I'll be aft as soon 
as I can get clear without arousing 
suspicion.' And he added, ' if you think 
you can't keep the fire from creeping 
along to the powder, send along the 
second mate ' — that was me — ' to say the 
the glass is falling ; then give him all the 
men you can spare to clear away the boats 
with. I'll try and hustle the passengers 
into them, without a scramble.' " 

" Well, that man' went back to his hand 
of poker, cool as a cucumber, not knowing 
what minute he might get word to say 
they were all on the point of being spat- 
tered up against the sky in little spots of 
grease." 

■' There was a queen-pot on at the time, 
and it went up to Ace-pot and down 
again to Jacks, before anyone could open 
it. Then the skipper chipped as calmly 
and judiciously as he had ever done " — 

" I reckon," someone interrupted, " he 
must have felt pretty much like a man 
sitting on a live shell, with the time-fuse 
under way !" 

" Worse ! For he had all the lives under 
his charge to think of, well as his own. 
But he knew it was no jolly use kicking 
up a rumpus ; he could'nt do any more 
than we were doing." 
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" Well, when the pot was broken, and? 
the hand played out, the old man laid 
down his cards again, and asked to be left- 
out of the next deal." 

'■He strolled leisurely out of the saloon,, 
whistling. Once clear of the door though, 
he tore along the deck like mad. He- 
met me tumbling up over the No. 3 hatch, 
coaming, black as a tinker, wet through, 
and bally-well suffocated." 

" I could see his face was working- 
strangely, and he could hardly talk loud 
enough to get the question off his chest. 
But we had the blaze well under com- 
mand by that time, and in ten minutes, 
more all danger was past. It was a 
ticklish half hour though." 

"There were only five or six bales of 
twist damaged by fire, but any God's 
amount by water, where we'd been satur- 
ating 'em round about the explosives. 
And there was'nt a passenger in the ship' 
held the least notion of the terrible narrow 
squeak they'd had." 

" We put the old man ashore at Chefoo- 
though, two days later, with high fever, 
and the mate took her across the Gulf to- 
Taku bar, and picked the skipper up on 
the way back." 

" None of 'em guessed the cause of it ;. 
but the old man told us he would'nt g»- 
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"through another quarter-hour like that, 
"for all the dollars you could pile into 
his ship." 

" Pretty nervy " exclaimed the young- 
ster admiringly, 

"Bet your billet! Passengers never 
dream of lialf the narrow shaves they get 
on the biiny," remarked Alec Arden, " or 
they would'nt feel so comfy, most of the 
time. They seem to have an idea that 
it's only a gale o' wind, — what they call 
a ' storm ' — that's goiu' to upset their 
■applecart." 

"Ever see a man ran amok ?" He put 
the question after a few minutes silence. 

" Can't say I have," replied someone. 

" Heard of 'em in plenty," grunted 
-another, between the puffs. 

'■ I saw a pretty decent display of 
nerve when I was in the Wee Bin Boats, 
runnin' coolies from Swatow and Amoy 
to Singapore, and back." 

" We left Singapore wif-h a stinkin' 
crowd of eight-hundred odd China deck- 
passengers, and one morning 'bout ten 
o'clock, the old man and I were yarnin.' 
on the bridge, when we heard the divil's 
own din goin' on on the foredeck below, 
Aw ling was in the way, so we could'nt see 
what was up, but the Chinamen came pel- 
tin' aft, hell-bent for election, like lunatic^, 
tumblin' over each other in front, while 
the lot behind shoved an' shrieked an' 
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groaned, makin' such a dam' hubbub that 
you could'nt have heard the whistle 
blowin'." 

"The skipper seemed to twig what it 
was right away ; I think he must have had 
some before, for he grabbed a Winchester 
out of the rifle case, and slid down the 
ladder, crammin' cartridges into the 
magazine as he went. I foUered to see 
■what was the game, an' there was a 
Singapore Chinaman, with eyes blazin' 
like live coals, and blood and froth flying 
from his mouth, darting about among his 
shipmates with the cook's meat chopper, 
hackin' off hands an' layin' open heads 
with strict impartiality. I believe he'd 
been eatin' ganjah or something, which 
sends 'em dotty for awhile." 

" The other coolies was makin' no bally 
attempt to defend themselves, but was 
just tumbling over each other, an' yellin' 
an' gettin' chopped up. He'd killed 
three for good, and maimed Lord knows 
how many, when we came on the scene." 

"Papa just stood there with his Win- 
chester raised, watchiu' and waitin' for his 
chance ; an' when the howlin' mob divided, 
an' left a clear alley right up the deck, 
he let drive and planked a ball clean 
through his shoulder. But he was too 
much frenzied to feel it. He just shook 
himself an' swung round on us, making 
straight for the skipper with his ax& 
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raised, and his naked carcass all spattered 
■with blood and foam." 

"The old man stood his ground an' 
calmly drew bead on him again, and his 
rifle barrel never wavered the least bit. 
He let rip again and pinked him clean 
through the breast, and still the brute 
came on. Lookin' at the body afterward, 
I reckon the second shot must have gone 
about two inches from his heart, and 
there was a' hole torn in his back, where 
the flat-nosed Winchester bullet had come 
out, that you could have put your fist in." 

"But he did'nt seem to feel it any more 
than a mosquito bite, an' he was gettin' 
dam close. I tell you, I did'nt at all like 
the look o' things, and was keeping my 
eye cocked in my wake, to make sure of a 
clear retreat. I was all ready to bolt 
then. It was'nt playin' the game fair. 
When a man gets two hefty Winchester 
bullets through him, he ought to have 
the savvy to lie down and chuck in his 
knife and fork, an' not go dam-foolin' 
round with a' axe tryin' to chop people. 
He looked more like a wild beast than a 
human being, red all over; what with 
the blood he'd spilled, and his own that 
was Bpurtin' out of his chest like a fire- 
Lose." 

" The skipper kept the rifle to his shoul- 
der, and jerked the lever down to chuck 
another cartridge into the breach, an' fired 
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again. The third shot dropped him, the 
bullet takin' him under the lug, an' 
comin' out somewhere at the back of his 
neck. He was only about six feet away, 
an' lookin' lively as a mongoose when 
the old man pulled the trigger, and if he 
had'nt settled his hash that time it would 
have been all U P with Dada. He was 
so close up to the gun, that the powder 
left a black ring on his yeller skin, with 
the bullet hole in the middle of it." 

"'i'he skipper jerked in another car- 
tridge, an' squinted along the barrel at 
the man at his feet — who was writhin' an' 
■chawinhis hands up — half expectin' him to 
apply for another dose. Then as the brute 
stopped chawin', an' did'nt show any more 
signs of life, he lowered the weapon and 
turned to me, telling me quietly to see that 
the quarter-masters put him in a cofiir, 
an' to do the best I could for the injured." 

"Then he walked away, saying he'd 
keep the bridge while I was busy; and 
when I went up there I found him sick as 
a dog, an' fairly heavin his inn'ards up." 

"'What's wrong, sir?' says 1." 

"'God help me,' he s.<»ys, ' I've killed a 
human being.' " 

"Dam' beast!" commented the Ping 
man;' "After he'd killed three, and was 
comin' along to make a job of the Capt'n 
himself. But the skipper could'nt see it 
that way at all. Once the excitement 
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was worked off, he fell to shivering like 
a kid, and turned his head away every 
time he went near the spot, though the 
blood had long since been swabbed up, 
an' the rest of the Chinamen had settled 
down again, laughin' and dicin' same aa 
they do all the trip. " 

"It was no use tellin' the old man it 
had to be done, an' was the only way 
o' preventin' more mischief; he used to 
turn green about the gills, an' would look 
at his hands, as though he expected to 
see 'em red with gore. " 

"Have ai\y trouble over it in Swatow?" 
asked Welldon. 

"Nothin' much. We logged the whole 
business, and passed the carcass over to 
them, along with the three he'd finished 
up. There was a bit of an inquiry, at 
which the consul told the skipper he'd 
done the best thing he could have done. 
That was all. But when we came out, I 
saw the old man sniffin' at his hands an' 
lookin' fair squeamish." 

"I saw two passengers come through 
a narrow squeak once without knowing 
anything about it." It was Wright, chief 
officer of Butterfield's who spoke, 
reverting to the former topic. 

"We were coming up to Hongkong 
from Java. We had three passengers on 
board, one of whom was a man who had 
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been in command of a steamer and lost 
her ; for which they presented him with 
the freedom of the Bund. They say it 
affected his mind. Anyway, he was bahny 
on the crumpet when he came with us." 

"The last port we filled up at was 
Saniarang, and we came out west about, 
through Gaspar Strait and up between the 
Natunas. We got up south of Bombay 
shoal allright, and got beautiful sights 
at noon, and the mate got stars at twilight 
that tallied in fine. The old man rightly 
held that every officer should be able to 
handle stars just as easily as the sun, 
which same I'm afraid most" of us don't 
take much trouble to practice, more 
shame to us. However, that evening the. 
old man, the mate and the second, all 
took different stars, on the meridian and 
prime vertical, and they all came in a 
treat, and we hauled her up to North, 
to pass midway between Bombay Shoal 
and the Macclesfields." 

" It was a pitch dark night, with still a, 
bit of the north east monsoon lingering 
around. We expected to be abeam of the 
reef at about 2 a.m. and the second mate 
had'nt been on deck an hour, before be- 
thought he sniffed seaweed coming down 
the wind." 

" You know that rank smell that catches 
you under the gills, when you get to 
leeward of a half-tide rock ? Well, the- 
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second walked up and down sniffing and 
wondering how it came to smell so strong, 
when the reef was a good thirty miles to 
leeward of him. At last he got out the 
glasses and took a sweep ahead, but could 
make out nothing. Later on he smelt 
the seaweed getting stronger, and had 
another squint through the binoculars ; 
Then he thought he saw the sea break 
white two or tliree times in the same 
place, a little on the starboard bow. It 
was'nt much, just a little break like the 
waves around, but it seemed always in 
the same spot, and tliat, and the niff of 
the seaweed made him uneasy, so he 
slipped down and called the old man." 

Father came up growling at first, and 
swore it was only the ordinary break of 
the sea, and laughed at the idea of a set 
of thirty miles, there, in six hours. But 
after they had sto )d there for awhile, 
trying to focus their glasses on blank 
nothing, they saw it break again, and 
this time the skipper thought he caught 
the faint rumble of surf, mixed up with 
the wash of the waves." 

" He concluded at first, they must have 
got set over to the Macclesfied side, 
seeing it was on the starboard bow ; for 
though the chart gives least water there 
as five fathom, people swear there's a lot 
less in some places. Someday perhaps, 
they'll send a ship down to survey again ; 
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probably after some big liner has been 
lost on it. That's the way of them. " 

"But presently they made out the reef 
quite plainly, running right across the 
bow, and away on the port side, not half 
a mile off, and the old kettle plugging 
straight for it. Then the old man ported 
in a hurry, and kept her away to east- 
south-east. They kept her like that for 
two hours, then hauled her up to North 
again; and when the mate took stellar 
sights at daybreak, he found her fourteen 
miles west of her line once more. He 
thought he must have made a mistake of 
a minute in the chronometer time; but 
when the sun showed above the horizon, 
he took an amplitude and made the 
deviation a point and a half more than 
usual. ' 

" Eighteen degrees, Sir ! instead of two ! 
So he took another, with the same result. 
Then he went down and called papa, and 
together they took two or three azimuths. 
All came out to between eighteen and 
nineteen degrees westerly deviation! " 

"They stared at the compass then, and 
started asking each other what the devil 
it meant. They overhauled the binnacle, 
to see if the quarter-masters had stowed 
any marlin-spikes under the bowl; but 
everything seemed right as rain." 

"The mate was just saying to himself 
that the good-looking Kelvin compass 
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had copped sunstroke, and gone off it's 
chump, when the old m;m, passing 
through the wheelhouse, saw a long 
bar-magnot. stuck up with a lump of soap 
to the under-part of the bridge-deck, 
right beneath the binnacle. It was only 
the height of the binnacle and the 
thickness of the deck, below the bowl, 
and pulling like a team of horses." 

" Then, all of a sadden we remembered 

noticing that (he used an epithet 

the reporter omitted to make a note of) 
of a mad passenger hanging round the 
wheel-house after dark, furtively watching 
everybody that passed, and shuffling off 
when he saw anyone looking at him." 

" He must have fixed it up at a distance, 
and gradually moved it nearer, or the 
quarter-master would have been bound to 
see the card swing. 

"That's the worst of steering by the 
standard compass," commented the Ping 
man, "nothin' to compare with." 

" What did you do with him V asked 
the scribe, fearing an argument. 

"The skipper got him on the quiet, 
and asked him what the devil he meant 
by it, and the swine leered and said he 
meant to wreck the ship and send us all 
to Davy Jones & Co., Unlimited. So he 
clapped our dotty friend in irons, and 
jolly-well kept him there till we got to 
Quarry Bay. 

37 



CHINA COASTERS 

'•' We did'nt mean to have any more of 
his giddy little pranks It was a devilish 
narvovv shave though. On a night like 
that, if the second had'nt nosed the sea- 
weed, he would'nt have twigged the water 
breaking until we were slap on top of it. 
It would have ripped the bottom clean 
out of her." 

" Wonder what he did it for ?" 

"Pure cussedness." 

"How?" 

" Oh ! he thought we were all conspiring 
to keep him out of another command, and 

felt revengeful ; the ." Here the 

journalist coughed. 

"'Member Jock MacPherson ?" asked 
Arden suddenly, turning the conversation 
with unconscious tact. 

" What, chief engineer ?" Welldon 
said. 

" The same. Chief of the ." 

" I think I did meet him once or twice 
yawned the mate. 

" He was a warrior," continued Arden 
reflectively, "soon as the ship hauled 
alongside the wharf at Singapore, old 
Mac would slip ashore, and they saw no 
more of him till she was ready to cast off. 

" Then the junior engineers would be 
lined up on the rail, anxiously looking for 
his return ; while the skipper fumed and 
cussed about on the bridge. When at 
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last Mac stumbled down from the 
'rickshaw, the old man v.ould start to rail 
at him :" 

'"'Now come along, Mr. MacPherson; 
ship's waiting for you. We'll be sailing 
without you one of these days.' " 

" ' Na ! Na, mon ! ' he'd say, with a leer, 
' A've gotten her here ; ye canna, ' and 
he'd slap his pocket, in which reposed 
some small, but essential part of his 
machinery, without which the ship 
could'nt leave. " 

" He got the push, though, eventually, 
did'nt he ? " 

" Yes ; kept the boat back for nine 
hours once, while they scoured the town 
for him. And when at last they found 
him, his juniors were so wild at the 
trouble he'd given 'em, that they took the 
precious valve ofi' him and left him lying, 
dead drunk, where he was ; which wasn't 
a hundred miles from Malay street, so 
poor old Mac missed his passage. " 

" Where is he now ? " 

" Dunno ! I think he's in one of the 
mosquito fleet. " 

"What are they?" asked the non- 
plussed journalist. 

Welldon turned to enlighten him. 

" The mosquito fleet ? Those little steam 
sampans that trot about the Malacca 
■ Straits, and get between big ships' legS; 
Little better than launches." 
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"Ay! When old MacPherson goes 
ashore now, to judge by the size of 'em, 
he'll be able to take away half the engines 
with him, without bulging out his pockets 
too much. " 

Here the scribe, his curiosity awakened 
by a casual remark let fail earlier, asked 
a direct question. 

"Did you say the captain of one of the 
ships used to get sea-sick regularly ? " 

Four out of tlie five men turned to him 
in surprise. 

" Why I could give you the names of 
half-a-dozen men on the China Coast, who- 
are sick every lime they get into a lumpy 
sea!" 

And they would probably each have 
mentioned six different names. 

" I remember one skipper, " smiled 
Wright, "that was very easily moved 
that way. I was on watch top-side one- 
day, and I saw him standing on the lower 
bridge, as we wallowed in a heavy beam 
sea, gazing moodily out at the horizon. 
Just then a passenger came up the com- 
panion and made a wild dash for the side,, 
where he was instantly seized with the 
visible and audible symptoms of the 
malady." 

"The .skipper eyed him a moment and 
swung round on his heel, with a face as 
white as a ghost. I could see, as he- 
walked rapidly up and down, that peculiar 
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bluencss about the corners of his mouth, 
that marks the victim of Neptune's 
tyranny." 

"No men that I know, ever give in to 
it ; but had he stayed there, he would have- 
been as helplessly sea-sick, as was the 
passenger from whom he fled so precipit- 
ately. And yet that man had tossed about 
the ocean at large for twenty three years 
without intermission " 

"I remember a very funny incident," 
spoke Ted Laurison, diffidently commenc- 
ing his first yarn; ■'I remember a very 
funny incident that happened when I was- 
third on the Calcutta run." 

"We were lying in Penang harbour, all 
ready to go on to Singapore, when a. 
gentleman came up the ladder and 
addressed himself to Derring, the second 
mate, who was standing yarning with me 
on the main-deck." 

" ' Excuse me,' he said, ' are you one 
of the ship's officers ? ' " 

'•' ' I am, sir ! ' says Derring." 

" • Ah ! would you mind helping my 
wife and daughter up the gangway ?' 
Thanks ! ' and he passed on to the 
cabins." 

" Now Derring always flattered himself 
on being somewhat of a lady's man, and. 
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with a murmured ' Pleasure, ' he hopped 
along to the gangway like an elated 
Kangaroo." Lauriston was waxing 
■eloquent over his theme, 

'• He was half-way down the ladder, 
before he got a good sight of ' my wife 
and daughter,' sitting in a diminutive 
sampan at it's foot; and then his jaw 
dropped till it hit his chest and rebounded 
up again with a snap." 

" ' My daughter ' was right enough. 
Nice girl and all that sort of thing. But 
'My wife,' Lord! Lord! She was a 
corpulent lady that would have sent the 
scales down with a whisz at nineteen 
stone ; and it looked vei'y doubtful if she 
would be able to waddle up that narrow 
accommodation ladder even sideways. 
• She was sitting in the bows of the sampan, 
with the daughter, the sampan man, and 
all the luggage well up at the other end, 
but the boat was well by the head, with 
the stern flung up in the air, like a saucy 
.gill with a big bustle on." 

" Poor Derring crept down the' ladder 
like a man going out to be hanged, and 
extended a trembling hand with a feeble 
smile of assurance. But 'my adipose 
wife ' evidently had methods of her 
own for getting aboard a ship ; for, as 
Derring got down there, she made a 
plunge from the sampan, and, with more 
agility that one would have given her 
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credit for, fairly hurled herself on to llie 
ladder platform, where, with a nervous 
little shriek, she chucked both aims 
round 'Derring's yielding form,' as the 
romancers put it." 

" Now, to have a sweet young thing 
cuddling you for protection is a bit of all- 
right; but this was quite another matter. 
Poor old Derring clung frantically to 
the bridle-chains, with nineteen stone of 
perspiring femininity inviting him to a 
sea-bath below, until the giddy little 
sylph regained her equilibrium." 

" Then she commenced a precarious 
journey up the ladder, with Derring 
shoving up astern ; while the daughter, 
who was'nt half a bad bit o' cracklins, 
breathlessly cautioned her to be careful 
ma!" 

"The second got her on deck at last, 
puffing and blowing like grampus, the 
pair of them, and steered her along to 
her cabin." 

"And the fun of it was, while he was 
for'ard the chief officer came along, and 
seeing the daughter overside, slipped 
down and helped her up ; so poor Derring 
was done out of the reward he'd been 
looking forward to." 

" As he stood alongside me. swabbing 
his face with a damp handkerchief, I heard 
him muttering quite a lot of naughty 
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things. He held that, when fat women 
wanted to travel, they ought to get a ship- 
built round' em, and not come trying to- 
climb up a decent ship's side, and putting 
her out of trim." 

" The same old party found the upper 
bunk too narrow for her to get in ; and 
the lower, which was the broader of the 
two, too close up to the other for her 
to squeeze between ; so she had to camp 
out on the settee, with a cane chair spliced 
alongside, all the way to Singapore." 

Silence again, broken only by the- 
spasmodic bubbling of two disgustingly 
foul briars ; while the journalist put the 
embellishing touches to his shorthand 
notes. 

" It's getting late !" The Jardine mate- 
stretched his arms up, nearly capsizing his 
chair backward in the process ; " Who's 
coming Hongkew way ?" 

" We're lying away up at the French 
Concession," said both the Butterfield- 
men. 

As they rose, the Ping man caught 
sight of the visitor's mottled shirt-cuff. 

" What the divil have you bin doin' ?"' 
he enquired curiously. 

"Oh nothing much! Only taking some 
notes of things I wished to remember." 

'• Well I'm blowed ! " ejaculatedf 
Welldon, with a look of amused astonish— 
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ment ; "Here's a man been keeping tally 
of all the bally rot we've been talking ! 
Come on ! Let's have another drink, its 
cold outside ! " 

And as they went their several ways, 
the scribe strode along through the rain, 
chuckling softly to himself over the 
acquisition of a copious amount of copy. 
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SKY-PILOT LUCK. 



There had been a great and daring 
bank robbery at Shanghai, and the- 
startled town was in a ferment. Never 
before had such an audacious scheme been 
planned, and what was worse, executed, 
in either of the Concessions. The Bank 
had been entered; it had also been left; 
and with the visitor had departed two- 
hundred - and - thirty - thousand dollars 
worth of goldleaf and bullion. It had 
been abstracted from the strong-room, 
and none could tell who had done the 
deed. Conjectures there were in plenty, 
and everyone over nine and under ninety, 
promptly turned amateur detective, with 
the like dubious success that attended the 
efforts of the professionals. 

Nothing had been broken open; 
nothing had been forced ; there was not 
even a scratch on the paint to afford a 
clue to some embryo Sherlock Holmes 
who had been anxiously praying for some 
such opportunity; and yet the treasure 
was unmistakably gone. This was the 
one point on which the officials were 
ruefully certain. 
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The strong-room had two keys ; one in 
the possession of the manager, the other 
held by tho cashier ; and it required the 
presence of both these gentlemen, before 
the ponderous doors could be coaxed into 
swinging outward, and revealing the gold 
they guarded. Yet neither of these had 
allowed the keys to go for a moment out 
of their possession ; nor had the watch- 
man who kept the keys of the building 
lost sight of them for an instant. Yet 
there it was. A gang had by some 
nefarious means obtained keys to fit all 
the doors they had wished to open, and 
had quietly made off with their booty, 
leaving no trace to enlighten the inquisi- 
tive as to how they had gone about it. 

Naturally, suspicion had fallen for a 
time on the two who held the important 
keys, but both these gentlemen succeeded 
in proving their innocence to the entire 
satisfaction of all concerned. To make 
matters worse, the vault was only opened 
once a week : on Saturday mornings ; so 
the burglars, if they had set about their 
work on Monday night, had had a clear 
week's start with their booty, before ths: 
theft was discovered. 

In their evidence at the inquiry, the 
officials could only reiterate their almost 
tearful assertion, that they had locked 
up the vault securely on the previous 
Saturday, and when they returned, in the 
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following week, to deposit some notes, as 
the doors swung back on their hinges, 
lo and behold! the bullion slielf was 
cleared of all it had contained. The 
precious metal had been spirited away as 
completely as if it had been vaporised 
and had leaked through the crevices. In- 
cidentally, it may be inferred that some 
people went to church on the following 
-day in anything but that spirit of due 
humility and oblivion to mundane in- 
terests, that should have been their mental 
state. 

As is usual in such cases, the police 
were quite at a loss ; also as usual, they 
made futile inquiries, and wagged their 
heads and looked wise, all to no purpose. 
They laid their hands on one or two 
abject Chinamen, and, encouraged by 
their expressions of frantic terror, hurried 
them exultantly to the office; only to 
release them, a few minutes after, with a 
face that lengthened perceptibly after 
each fresh cross-examination. 

An excited public, led by a no less 
hysterical press, got up on its hind legs, 
and shrieked " Shame on them !" and 
clamoured reproachfully for a better 
system of police. Then the authorities, 
driven to their wits' ends, found them- 
selves compelled to invent a plausible clue 
to allay the public fever, which they did ; 
communicating their brilliant discovery 
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to the reporters, with a painfully obvious 
reluctance at divulging so profound a 
secret. And the press, finding another 
topic to discuss, to the acquisition of 
copy, ceased from reviling the detectives, 
and, veering round, lauded their keeness 
to the skies and foresaw the speedy 
capture of the miscreants. ' But when the 
clue had been thrashed out as thin as it 
would allow, the police found themselves 
once more face to face with the distressing 
necessity of devising another. So they 
sent the journals ofl' jubilantly on another 
wild-goose chase that had eventually 
to be admitted equally fallacious with the 
first; until, seeing no tangible results 
forthcoming from so many sapient deduc- 
tions, the press grew tired of clues and 
took up once more the glaring inadequacy 
of the police force. 

And still the detectives could find 
nothing on which to start and so end the 
" excellent passivity " that was perforce 
their lot. As one inspector remarked 
despairingly to an eager reporter :" You 
can't lay hold of a streak of thin air and 
follow it up till you come to a criminal;" 
whereupon the scribe had nodded in 
sympathetic approval and had straight- 
way gone to the office of his paper and 
written largely and diflTusively on the 
degeneracy of police officers in general, 
and Shanghailanders in particular. 
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The gold was gone. That was the one 
thing about which the police were posi- 
tive ; the one certain clue they had. There 
was another remarkably brilliant piece of 
induction that showed their keen acumen ; 
the conviction that it must have been an 
inordinately clever gang that had so 
successfully abstracted it And here they 
stopped, nonplussed. Except for the 
meretricious " press clues " aforemen- 
tioned, there Avas not the vaguest hint to 
indicate the lines along which it would 
be best to work. It is ever difficult to 
choose the lines of least resistance, where 
there is no resistance whatsoever. 

Of course, the gold had been takea 
up country long before its loss was dis- 
covered ; on this subject public, police, 
and press were unanimous. 

The burning question was : " Where ? " 
The next, in point of interest was : 
"When ?" and the third, like the popular 
parlour game, resolved itself into "How?" 

It was this momentous subject that 
formed the topic of conversation at the 
tiffin-table of the s.s. Trot Sang, or 
more correctly, it formed the stop-gap for 
the pauses in the discussion of a far more 
absorbing subject that occupied the atten- 
tion of the officers and chief engineer. 

For a wire had just been received from 
Newchwang, announcing the breaking-up 
of the ice in the river, and predicting that 
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by the twenty-first, access to the harbour 
would be a matter of certainty; and the 
annual race to the North was about to 
commence. 

There were to be but three starters this 
year; a Butterfield steamer, one of the 
China Merchant fleet and the Trot 
Sang, and after the manner of the 
China Coaster, each averred that his own 
ship was the fastest, and laughed to scorn 
any pretensions to a race on the part of 
the others. But in that little group, 
composed of the officers and engineers of 
the Trot Sang there was special cause 
for complacent self-congratulation. For 
had not the engineers been conserving 
coal, pound by pound, throughout the 
winter ; until now, on the eve of the great 
race, there reposed snugly in the cross 
bunker, twenty-eight tons of coal of 
which the superintendent was ignorant, 
and the office knew nothing ? 

The ships were only allowed sufficient 
coal to take them to Newchwang and back 
to Chefoo, where they coaled; which 
.precluded any attempt at hard driving. 
Wherefore, there was gloating and jubila- 
tion among the men of the Trot Sang 
as they thought of their precious reserve 
of coal esconced below, and the clean pair 
of heels they should show their com- 
petitors. In prophetic vein, they saw 
themselves standing on the pontoon at.. 
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Newchwang, their hands thrust into their 
pockets, grinning derisively at the belated^ 
Butterfield boat as she crept up the river, 
eight hours behind, followed by the China 
Merchant. 

There had been eleven boats of various 
speeds started for the race to Tientsin, 
three weeks earlier ; but so far there were 
only three entries for Newchwang, and to 
an impartial critic, there was but little to 
choose, in point of steaming capacity,, 
between the three. 

Be this as it may, the officers of the 
Trot Sang, with the good seaman's 
faith in his vessel, supplemented by the 
comforting knowledge of their extra 
twenty-eight tons of coal, had backed her 
to their last dollar of ready cash, 
supremely confident of a great and,-, 
glorious victory. 

Yes, the conservation of coal was a 
grand scheme ! As the chief engineer 
assured them, so long as they kept her. 
nose pointed straight, and did'nt wobble 
the old hooker about the ocean at large,, 
they were bound to push her up there 
first, and take six hours out of the best of 
the others. 

The meal was half through when the 
Captain came on board and dropped into 
the saloon for a snack. His face wore a 
look of deep dejection intermingled witk 
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wrathful disgust that made the mate look 
sharply at him in momentary alarm, leat 
it might spell delay. 

"When do we sail, sir?" he asked, as 
soon as he was seated. 

"To-morrow morning at nine," the 
skipper told him shortly. 

« And the other two ?" 

" They won't get away before eleven." 

The first officer heaved a sigh of relief, 
and his face brightened. Surely here was 
no cause for sadness. Two hours start! 
With their extra shovelful of coal, they 
would be up to the Liautung lightship, 
before the other two tubs had doubled the 
Liauti Shan promontory. 

Presently the skipper volunteered an- 
other piece of information. 

" We're getting a passenger," he said, 
slapping viciously at a frost-bitten fly 
that was gratefully warming itself on his 
tiffin. 

The mate watched him gather up his 
scattered potatoes from the table-cloth, 
without rejoinder. The advent of a 
passenger mattered little one way or the 
other. 

"Lady or gentleman, sir?" he asked 
-carelessly. 

" Neither ! Missionary !" 

"A what!" 

" A missionary chap, bad cess to him," 
-said the skipper gloomily. 
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The chief officer looked round vainly 
for the fly the skipper had attacked,, 
red murder gleaming in his eye. 

The second mate dug him in the ribs 
and asked hoarsely : — 

" What'd he say ?" 

" Blooming missionary coming up with 
us." 

" Good Lord !" 

It would have fared ill with that fly 
had it come within reach of either of four 
savage men at that moment. 

"Fat lot o'luck we'll hae," snarled the 
chief engineer as he speared a potato with 
a vicious lunge of his fork; "all ma 
guid-lookin' coal gone to waste !" 

Silence for awhile. Visions of fog, 
head-gales, collisions, and other forms of 
dire disaster rose before them and danced 
tauntingly before their eyes. 

" Why don't they get a special ship- 
built for carrying devil-dodgers," wailed 
the second mate; "A ship with treble- 
bottom and armour plated sides ; unsink- 
able, and full-rigged for when the engines 
break down. 

" Chuck it" growled the mate savagely, 
" why dont they scrag 'em when they move 
abroad, same as they muzzle dawgs ?" 

Nobody had a better suggestion to 
make and conversation languished again. 
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"What's 'is name, anyway?" asked 
the mate at last, acting on an unre- 
cognized impulse of self-torture. 

"The Rev. Tobias Egbert." The skipper 
said it with the face a small boy wears 
when he is sticking pins into a frog. 
" Has a through ticket from home. Came 
out in the P. & 0. boat." 

"Ah yes," the chief officer mused, "I 
seen 'is name in the passenger list. I 
'member thinkin' a bloke with ;i Christian 
name like that could'nt help becomin' a 
missionary." 

"Predestination," murmured the second. 

The skipper mercilessly consigned all 
missionaries, in the lump, to the very 
place from which they were trying to 
pluck the benighted heathen. 

" I'd rather have had half a dozen 
women, anyday," he concluded discon- 
solately. 

" Oh, much !" said the impressionable 
second officer with obvious sincerity. 

Like wildfire, or the plague, the unwel- 
come news spread to the messroom and 
the junior engineers wailed forth their 
protests against inexorable fate 

"Do well if we get in the day aftei 
t'others," commented the second engineer. 
To which the third agreed. 

" How can ye expect any luck wi' a 
padre aboard ? " he demanded, glaring 
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fiercely at the opposite bulkhead in 
defiant challenge of contradiction. 

The missionary gentleman wandered 
on board at half-past six the next 
morning, while the chief officer was still 
lying in his bunk, meditating on the 
cussedness of things. He spotted him, 
through the' open door, coming up the 
ladder and hurriedly turned his face to 
the bulkhead in a frantic endeavour to 
court the attentions of Morpheus. But 
the parson was not quite the lamb the 
chief officer, at the first glance, had 
supposed. He strode along the deck and 
stepping into the room with a swift 
knock, shook him by the shoulder. The 
mate turned a half-closed eye on the 
intruder and feigned somnolence. 

" Who're you ?" he demanded sleepily. 

" I am tJie Rev. Tobias Egbert, of the 
Clubford Mission." 

He seemed proud of the humiliating 
confession, which roused the chief officer's 
ire afresh. 

'' Oh ! glad to see you," he said with 
scathing irony. He turned over and 
composed his features for another nap, 
with a charming expression of cherubic 
peace and innocence. But the stranger 
goaded him gently in the ribs. 

"Would you mind seeing my boxes 
safely on board, please ?" 
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The mate's eyes snapped open as he 
reached out for his whistle and blew an 
exasperated blast for the quarter-master. 

"Ask the second officer to see this 
passenger's luggage stowed away : and 
tell the steward to show him his cabin," 
and the parson blandly murmured his 
thanks and withdrew. 

The second mate tumbled out with 
sundry audibly growled anathemas on 
people whose conscience would'nt let'em 
rest, and, under the missionary's watchful 
eye, saw the trunks hauled up the gang- 
way and stowed in the baggage room, to 
the discomfiture of the messroom boy who 
was giving two friends a surreptitious 
passage up therein. They were three 
heavy wooden boxes, with the label of 
the P. & 0. " not wanted on voyage " still 
adhering to their sides, and conspicuously 
marked with the Customs cross and in- 
itials in chalk showing they had been 
passed on entering Shanghai. 

The missionary himself was a tall 
gaunt man, dressed in the conventional 
broadcloth and soft felt hat, with a pair of 
keen restless grey eyes, that accorded ill 
with his aggressively meek demeanour. 
His was a face in which one could read, 
spite of the expression of humility his 
calling demanded, the strength of a re- 
solute man. He had too, a habit of 
swinging round suddenly upon one and 
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fixing one with his eye as though he sus- 
pected one of making grimaces behind his 
back, or as if he were trying to catch the 
expression of one's face in an unguarded 
moment. His inscrutable manner and 
smile did not serve to make the officers- 
any the less discontented with their tame 
missionary. 

But when, promptly at nine, the ship's 
papers came down from the office and 
the engine room telegraph • was put at 
" stand by " they brightened up a little, 
and by the time they cast off from the 
wharf, each heart beat high once more 
with hope. The skipper was smiling out 
broadly on the universe at large, as he 
felt the jar and thump of the engines, that 
whispered of action and excitement to 
come As they swept down the river, 
they passed the China Merchant steamer 
lying at her buoy, the ' blue-peter ' at the 
fore and steam up. The second mate play- 
fully shook the end of a warp over the 
stern, to intimate to them their willingness 
to tow her up to Newchwang if they so 
desired ; to which the second of the China 
Merchant retorted by a broad grin of 
derision and a hand thrust out in readi- 
ness to receive the amount of the bet. 

But they were just slipping past 
Wocjsung, when, true to ancient tradition, 
missionary luck began to assert itself. 
Off the Lismore lightboat, they ran into 

58 



CHINA COASTERS- 

a dense bank of fog raised by the morning 
sun, and after groping on at full speed, 
in the wild hope that they might run 
through it, had perforce to slow down and 
proceed with more caution, with the com- 
forting assurance that, by the time the 
other boats reached the spot, the fog 
would have benn dissipated. Nor was 
their surmise wrong, for just abreast of 
Tungsha lightship, the fog drifted away 
in wisps, and they could see the funnels 
of the other boats creeping up behind 
them, not five miles astern, having evid- 
ently got well past Woosung before 
encountering the fog bank, if they ran 
into it at all. 

Captain Priddle slapped down the 
handle of the telegraph -with, a savage 
bang, and the goodship Trot Sang once 
more leapt forward at full speed. They 
meant to make up for lost time, the- 
engineers told each other, as the engines 
flew over their centres and tlie old craft 
shook and trembled, until the very rats 
caught the prevailing enthusiasm and ran 
about the half empty holds squeaking. 
The funnel stays had been slacked out to 
their uttermost and still the thing con- 
tinued growing taller under the intense 
heat from the furnaces, as the IVot Sang 
bounded away like a startled deer, gradu- 
ally widening the distance that separated^ 
her from her rivals. 
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As they shot past the Amhersts and 
pointed her up for the North, the chief 
engineer came along the deck with a 
troubled face and stood at the foot of the 
ladder. 

" It's no the like o' this speed we'll be 
able to keep up for long, Captain Priddle!" 
he called. 

Captain Priddle stopped suddenly in 
■his self-satisfied tramp and glanced down. 

"Whyj what's the matter!" 

". Oh nothin' 'cept that she's worritin' 
hersel' a wee below." 

"Alright," cried the skipper cheerily, 
■"once we get outside it'll be all serene. 
They won't be able to touch us in a 
seaway." 

But they did touch her in a seaway. 
'They had not logged another three miles 
before the chief came striding, hot and 
perspiring, toward the bridge once more. 
On the way he passed the missionary, 
watching with childish pleasure the water 
•slide past, and treated him to a scowl that 
would have ensured the instant collapse 
•of every jerry-built building at Shanghai. 

" It's no a bit o'use. Captain," he called. 

" Well, what is it now ? " 

" We'll hae to bide a wee. Say for 
half-an-hoor ! We're gettin' a hot bearin' 
'below." 

" The curse o' Mohammed's big black 
■dog on it!" yelled the skipper, with a 
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glance of fury over his shoulder at the ships 
astern. The mate tenderly placed his 
cap on the deck and silently danced on it. 
" She's runnin' her bottom ends hot," 
continued the imperturbable chief en- 
gineer, " a thing the fouter's ne'er done 
wi' us before." 

There was no help for it; you can't race 
a ship on a hot bearing, so the captain 
tried to regard it in the light philosophic. 
"Very well," he said with grim 
resignation, " we'll let you know when- 
we're ready to stop." 

The ship was turned aside out of 
the general track, and the engine-room 
telegraph sadly put to " Stop." As she 
ran her way off she was allowed to drift,, 
heaving with a melancholy motion to the 
swell that took her under the bows in idle 
flirtation with the inert mass. With the 
stopping of the draught fan the funnel 
commenced to shrink back to the normal 
and the guys hung limply down in unlovely 
loops andi^ghts. 

It was a depressing period for the. 
officers of the Trot Sang as their opponents 
rapidly overhauled them, and streaks 
of blue air issued from the engine-room' 
skylight and twined themselves heavily 
about the rigging. 

It was fortunate for him, that the 
gentleman of the tub-thumping fraternity 
had sought the seclusion of his room, for 
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aa encounter with one of the irate crew of 
the Trot Sang might have had disastrous 
results. As it was they had to content 
themselves with the consoling "I told 
you so!" 

As they came abeam, the captain of the 
Butterfield boat hoisted the signal B. P. W. 
"Do you wish to be reported ! " and kept 
wagging it aggvavatingly up and down on 
the halyards ; while the China Merchant 
ship ran up " Goodbye " as she passed, and 
gave them three elaborate dips of her 
ensign. Captain Priddle, finding no word 
in the code list suflSciently forcible to ex- 
press his feelings, disdained reply, and let 
them pass on in dignified silence. It was 
fully an hour before they once more got 
under way, and by that time the other two 
were hull down on the northern horizon, 
the Butterfield steamer still leading. 

Nor dared they, even then, drive her 
too hard, or a protesting shriek and grunt, 
and the unpleasant smell of superheated 
oil, warned them that the bottom end was 
running hot again. 

It was distinctly discouraging, and as 
the second officer remarked, when, on 
relieving the mate he had the melancholy 
satisfaction of seeing the other ships' 
masts dropping below the skyline : " If 
the Compaay wauted to carry missionaries 
■aod tenjipt Frovadenqe, they might at least 
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make up to their men the money they 
lost backing the ship." 

As they ran up their Northing, they 
tried with a ghastly earnestness to 
convince each other, and incidentally 
themselves, that they must have passed 
the other two vessels during the night. 
Or, when they saw a steamer's smoke on 
the horizon ahead, each would stand with 
his eye glued to a glass and declare 
exultantly that he distinctly saw the 
yellow band of the China Merchant's 
funnel But they invariably overhauled 
her with a suspicious rapidity that damped 
their elation; until they were forced to 
the reluctant admission that it was a ship 
coming to other way. 

The missionary, as they receded from 
Shanghai, and increased their latitude, 
appeared to throw off the expression of 
intrusive humility he had worn on coming 
aboard, and spite of the obvious disgust 
his presence seemed to inspire, devoted 
himself energetically to the captivation 
of the ship's company. He smoked in- 
cessantly ; was not above joining in, in 
a round of drinks, and was observed on 
several occasions to smile openly at the 
yarns of doubtful purity that were spun 
in his hearing. He even, to the astonish- 
ment of all, asked to be enlightened on 
a point he }iad failed to see. More, he 
■offexed to taike a hand of poker with the 
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captain, if he cared to cover the stakes, 
and much to that gentleman's disgust, 
who thought he had a soft thing on, 
deprived him of fifty dollars in the course 
of an hour's play. All this, the men of 
the Trot Sang agreed, proved he was 
civilized, and made him very companion- 
able and a more pleasant shipmate. But 
it was sadly at variance with their 
established ideas of skypilot pusillanimity, 
and they at first vaguely resented the 
innovation. 

But the Rev. Tobias Egbert could talk 
entertainingly on every subject under the 
sun, and was a good listener. He also 
took quite an intelligent interest in the 
navigation of the ship, and in his eagerness 
to acquire information, spent a great deal 
of his time on the bridge, much to the 
solace of the officer of the watch. Besides, 
had he not taken fifty dollars off the old 
man, who had sat down to a game of 
poker with him with a wink, and got up 
with something very like a swear ? 

And 80 they grudgingly permitted them- 
selves to forget the ill-luck his advent had 
brought them ; and from mere toleration, 
they came to vote the Rev. Tobias Egbert 
a jolly good sort; too good by half for 
a devil-dodger. 

The mate swears to this day that he 
noticed the padre wearing a look of 
anxiety, whenever one of the other ships 
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Tvas reported to be in sight ahead, and 
a corresponding look of relief when the 
rumour proved false, but this may be 
only another instance of the chief officer's 
keenness of perception after the fact. 

Without further mishap, they slid past 
the North East Promontory and kept her 
away for the Liau Ti Shan headland, pass- 
ing it in the afternoon. When, at four 
o'clock, the second mate came on the bridge 
to relieve the lirst,he foundhim in animat- 
ed conversation with the Padre, who was 
telling an interesting story, and the three 
were still yarning when, at four thirty, 
the captain came up for a look around. 
Thereupon, after a few sentences more, 
the missionary gentlemari strolled ciire- 
lessly across to the other side of the 
bridge; and when he again swung toward 
them, behold ! from under the long frock 
coat appeared two wicked looking Mauser 
pistols, and the three sailors found 
themselves staring helplessly into the 
unsympathetic muzzles of two steadily- 
pointed weapons. 

The Captain was the first to recover 
from his astonishment. •'' What the 

devil -" he was commencing, when the 

missionary blandly interrupted him 
with : — 

"Pray don't excite yourself. Captain 
Priddle. I promise you no harm shall 
•come to you so long as you do not try to 
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play the giddy goat. Let me beg of yoa 
to continue the very interesting story you 
were telling us, when I so rudely inter- 
rupted. Let me see; you were saying- 
that the lady declined to give it back. 
Well?" 

But the skipper was in no mood to go 
on spinning yarns ; those revolvers looked 
uncomfortably business-like. There was 
very little of the submissive demeanour 
left about the Rev. Tobias Egbert now, 
as his quick grey eyes glanced from one 
dumbfounded officer to the other. 

"It is alright, I assure you," he went 
on, in a masterful tone that was new to 
them, "but I have a fancy for putting into 
practice some of the valuable hints on 
seamanship you have so kindly given me. 
Let me see ; that is Cape Collinson on the 
starboard bow ; is it not? " 

"But what is the meaning of this 
outrage ? " demanded the skipper, with a 
futile attempt at bluster. 

A revolver wandered slowly round until 
it pointed fairly at his head. 

'•'All in good time, my dear Captain 
Priddle. Rome you know was not built 
in a day. Please control your impatience 
awhile; meantime I must request you gen- 
tlemen not to stir, or I shall be under the 
painful necessity of putting the power of 
movement beyond you." 

"This is mutiny ! " gasped the Captain.. 
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'* Oh dear no ; it takes three, I believe, 
to make a mutiny. And we — I use, you 
observe, the editorial plural — we are only 
one; unless you reckon my two little 
friends here," and the Rev. Tobias glanced 
lovingly at his Mausers. 

The Captain mumbled something in- 
coherent and looked appealingly at his 
officers. 

" Now you will please leave the man- 
agement of this ship to me for the present. 
Captain," the missionary said soothingly, 
" you see I happen to have the upper 
hand just at present. You know these 
little beauties," and he indicated his 
pistols, " in case of an emergency, I press 
the trigger; they do the rest." Then 
"Port a point and a half!" he cried 
sharply, to the quarter-master at the 
wheel. 

"You infernal scoundrel!" gasped the 
horrified skipper, "you're going to run 
my ship ashore!" 

" No ! I assure you I know this coast 
quite well. There's thirteen fathom of 
water under her keel now, and eleven 
close inshore." 

So for the space of a few minutes, they 
ran on. The three mariners standing 
sheepishly in the corner of the bridge, 
and the missionary smilingly covering 
them with his revolvers. The phlegmatic 
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Chinaman at the wheel, looked on un- 
moved, " No b'long my pidgin," he told 
himself. They were within half a mile 
of the shore, when the parson turned to 
the chief officer. 

"Oblige me by putting that telegraph 
to ' Stop ' That ought to fetch the chief 
engineer out." 

The mate hesitated a moment and 
looked defiant, and the missionary wiggled 
his forefinger playfully over the trigger. 
Finding no consolation in the blank stare 
of the Mauser, he stepped forward sulkily 
and did as he was told. 

" Port another quarter!" the missionary 
commanded the quarter-master. 

The telegraph was promptly answered 
from below, and a faint smile of satisfac- 
tion stole over the missionary's face, as 
he heard the regular beat of the engines 
becoming slower. He kept one alert 
eye cocked on the foot of the ladder and 
waited. 

Sure enough, the engines had hardly 
made their last revolution before the 
chief: was out to see what was the matter. 
He came straight to the bridge to see the 
captain, and saw instead, one Mauser 
pointed at his breast and tiie other at the 
skipper and officers. As the Missionary 
caught his eye he bowed. 

- " Ah ! May I have the pleasure of your 
company up here ?" 
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The chief engineer looked thunder- 
struck and cast his eye around for never. 

The Missionary's quick eye caught the 
look. 

" Quite useless, my dear sir," he assured 
him pleasantly, "I should pink you long 
before you reach the charthouse, and I 
should'nt like to have to do that, after the 
pleasant time we've spent together. Walk 
up please." The engineer hesitated a 
moment, then came sullenly up the ladder 
and joined the group. He looked inquir- 
ingly to the captain for an explanation 
and the latter mournfully tapped his head 
with a forefinger to signify his doubts of 
their passenger's sanity. 

Their passenger, however, swung round 
as was liis habit, and read the little 
signal. He laughed lightly. 

"No, no! Captain Priddle, it's not as 
bad as that. Let mc assure you once more 
of ray sanity and peaceful intentions, so 
long as you try no tricks." 

He glanced along the deck. "Ahf 
Here is the second engineer " 

The second, after vainly standing by 
his engines, waiting for the telegraph to 
move again, had come up to have a look 
round. 

"Please don't be shy," the parson 
called out, " come right up !" 

The second caught the glint of the 
revolver and tried to shrink back under 
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the protection of the fiddley. The parsoa 
sent a bullet along the deck that tore up 
the wood at his feet. 

"Now perhaps you'll come along. I 
<3on't like to have to repeat my generous 
invitation too often. No use trying 
to dodge about there !" he called, with 
sudden sternness. " Come up ; or by God 
I'll riddle you !" 

The second engineer came submissively 
up the ladder and stood trembling among 
his shipmates. 

" But wha — what are you going to do," 
quavered the skipper, convinced now that 
this was no joke. The Rev. Tobias 
Egbert laughed pleasantly. 

" Merely enjoying your very delectable 
society, my dear sir, let me see ; one, two, 
three, four, five ! Ah ! we only want the 
third engineer to make the group com- 
plete. Wonder where he is !" 

As he spoke, the third came stumbling 
up out of his bunk, attracted by the 
report and the stopping of the engines. 
He staggered sleepily right onto the 
bridge, before he grasped the situation, 
and then, under the pressing invitation of 
the Mausers, he promptly fell into line 
with the rest. 

The Trot Sang had lost her way 
through the water; a group of Chinese 
sailors and firemen stood, with Oriental 
i^pathy, on the foredeck below, gazing 
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curiously at the little drama that was 
being enacted on the bridge. 

" Now ! " said the Missionary with 
another elaborate bow to his unwilling 
guests, " being favoured with the company 
of all the white men in the ship, I don't 
mind divulging my intention of leaving 
you here, instead of coming up to New- 
chwang. I shall be sorry to part from 
you, but I have business of importance 
ashore." 

He glanced over the side. " I should 
like to put her astern for a bit, but I 
suppose I can't with all you gentlemen 
up here, and nobody in the engine- 
room," he mused. 

He seemed to display a remarkable 
knowledge of matters nautical, for a sky- 
pilot. A knowledge thiit contrasted 
strangely with his previous ignorance. 
-After a while he turned to the mate : 

"Just slip for'rard and let go that 
starboard anchor, will you mister. Quar- 
ter-master ! Take a cast of the lead and see 
what water you've got alongside ! I think 
its about seven fathom . Perhaps we'd better 
give her forty-five at the hawsepipe ; that 
-ought to hold her. And just remember, 
mister, that I'm keeping a bead drawn 
•on you all the time, so no pranks." 

" No! don't go down that way " as the 
mate was making for the ladder "you 
might try to dodge under the bridge. 
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Six chickens are a lot for one hen to look, 
after, when one gets out of sight, I must 
ask you to climb over the front of the 
bridge." 

The chief officer lowered himself over- 
the rail to the lower bridge and thence 
dropped to the mRin-deck. He went aloni.^ 
to the forecastle-head singing out for the- 
carpenter, and presently the anchor splash- 
ed down and the chain rumbled out over 
the windlass. 

"That got her?" sang out the Rev. 
Egbert, as the ship slowly swung to her 
chain ; "alright ! screw her up at that and 
join us up here again !" 

The captain was fidgetting and fuming; 
but he kept his mouth closed; the Mis- - 
sionary gentleman glanced at him in 
amusement. 

'Now," as the mate returned, " may I 
trouble you to order the boatswain to 
swing a boat out, and let some of the- 
sailors get my boxes up ?" 

" Don't you lower any boats!" blurted 
out the captain desperately. 

" Silence!" ordered the parson sternly, 
"I'm in command here at present. You- 
shall have your bally boat back, Have 
you told the bos'un, mister V 

The boat was swung out and lowered 
to the rail, as the sailors came staggering- 
along the deck under the weight of the- 
trunks. 
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" Tell 'em to go easy with those boxes !" 
said the Rev. Egbert testily ; " They 
contain bibles for converting the poor 
heathens. Its sacrilege to knock 'em 
about like that. Rum lot of heathens 
they are here, too," he added with an 
odd smile. 

The boxes were put into the boat, 
the boat lowered, and four isailors slid 
down the falls to take their places on the 
thwarts. 

Then the Rev. Tobias Egbert turned 
to the chief engineer, who had been look- 
ing sullenly on, with a sweet smile — 

•' Oh ! I had forgotten ! I could not 
dream of leaving this ship, without tak- 
ing with me some little souvenir of such 
a pleasant trip. What sluiU it be, eh ! " 

"Ye kin tak' whiit ye like," said the 
chief, "its a sma' bit money ye'U get 
frae me, barrin' ma watcli." 

"Oh dear! Oh dear!" sighed the Mis- 
sionary, distressed, "does the man take 
me for a common footpad ? " 

The engineer thought him something 
worse ; but he did not say so ; he only 
looked it. 

" And yet we must have a souvenir. 
What do you- say to a length of your 
main steam pipe ? " he insinuated, "I don't 
think you usually carry that in duplicate "^ 
Then the chief engineer saw what he was- 
driving at. 



73 



-CHINA COASTERS 

" A'll be domm'd if ye lak' awa' ony 
part 6' ma machinery, ye lantern jawed 
hypocrite ! " he broke out furiously, 
while the skipper turned green about the 
gills. 

The missionary slowly let the revolver 
wander upward again, until it was on a 
level with his face. 

"I am afriad I must insist," he said 
gently, "come now, allow me to join my 
persuasions to those of my little friend 
here.*' 

The chief thought he saw a chance, 
and pretending to acquiesce, made to go 
-down. But the parson saw through his 
little dodge. 

" Oh no ! I am afraid the Chinamen 
will have to do the job without your 
superintendence; just call your 'number 
one ' greaser and tell him to take his 
men below and uncouple it, will you? 
Stand back please ! " 

The chief saw the utter hopelessness 
of resistance, and gave the necessary 
order. They waited patiently, until a 
couple of firemen laboured up from below 
with eight feet of main steam pipe, still 
hot, strung on a bamboo between them. 
It was lowered into the boat by the 
wondering phinamen aQd I^id on the 
^-^hwarts. 
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" And now," said the Missionary, with 
that sweet smile of his, " it only remains 
for me to wish you a very good day, and 
thank you all for the kindness and con- 
sideration you have shown me on the 
trip. I assure you, gentlemen, I am 
really grieved at having to part from you 
so soon. I should have muchly liked to 
come on to Newchwang with you. How- 
-ever circumstances forbid." 

He sighed and dropped one Mauser 
back into his pocket. The captain glared 
•at him and mouthed in silence. 

" But I feel sure, gentlemen," he con- 
tinued, " you will wish to give me a 
pleasant send off, so you may line up at 
the rail and watch me depart. Besides," 
he added pleasantly, " you might other- 
wise take it into your head to take pot- 
shots at me from the ports, with the 
Winchesters I see you have in your 
rooms. You will walk off the bridge, the 
captain going first, the chief next, and 
so on in order of precedence, and form up 
at the rail. I feel it my duty, like a true 

■commander, to leave the bridge la.^t, 

and cover you as you go down. Please 
-let me see no attempts to turn to the 
right, nor to the left. Now march !" 

There was a sharp ring of command in 
i;he voice of the Rev. Tobias Egbert, and 
-there was a look of suasive oower in the 
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cold barrel of the Mauser that had the- 
desired effect. 

It was a very disconsolate, and some- 
what humble procession that filed slowly 
off the bridge and sadly took up their- 
positions at the rail. When they were 
lined up, the parson followed them down,, 
and the pistol still in one hand, threw the 
other arm round the fall and slid swiftly 
to the boat beneath. As he settled him- 
self comfortably in the stern sheets, he 
addressed himself once more to the line 
of silent men. 

" One parting admonition, gentlemen. 
This little beauty ;" and he pointed signi- 
ficantly to the gleaming Mauser on his 
knees, "this little beauty pots accurately 
at five hundred yards. Don't let me see- 
any of you attempt to stir, before that 
distance is covered, or by God ! I'll drop 
him in his tracks ! " 

"There will be no ship following you for 
just a week ; and it ought to be about 
that time before the first one comes down 
from Newchwang," he added medita- 
tively ; "I hope she rides quietly at hei- 
anchor and gives you no trouble. And 
let me recommend to you once more, the 
healthful benefits of a course of that 
excellent passivity, Carlyle tells about." 

" Now goodbye ! and thanks so much for 
a pleasant voyage," and waving a cheery- 
farewell, the boat shoved off. 
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They stood in line, disconsolately 
■watching him being pulled toward the 
shore ; but when he had got a little dis- 
tance from the ship, he stopped the boat 
for a few moments, and calmly dumped 
the main steam-pipe overboard. As it 
splashed down to the bottom, a despairing 
groan rose from the lips of the captain, 
and running along the line, translated 
itself into a curse and died away with the 
third engineer. 

Still standing rigidly at attention, they 
saw him, with the last flush of the waning 
light, beach the boat, and half-a-dozen 
Koreans, under the direction of two white 
men, come down to the water's edge, 
shoulder the boxes, and move off inland. 

The Missionary stopped to hand one of 
the sailors a letter, before he too turned, 
and with a final wave of his soft felt hat, 
tramped after them. 

'• Suppose the beast is making for Port 
Arthur," growled the skipper savagely. 

Then, as the thought of their unhappy 
plight came home to them in all its force, 
they stared blankly at one another for a 
moment, and said a lot of things that 
need not be repeated here. When the 
boat returned, and the letter was handed 
to the captain, he tore it open with a 
curse, renewing the anathema, with in- 
genious variations, at every line. It was 

77 



CHINA COASTERS 

carefully type written, and had evidently 
formed part of the well-matured plan. 

"My dear Captain Priddle — I have to 
thank you for a most pleasurable voyage,, 
and for the care and consideration shewn 
by you and your officers for your pas- 
senger's comfort. Believe me, I am not 
ungrateful." 

"I may mention, en passant, lest your 
conscience should prick you for having- 
roughly handled those Bibles, that the 
boxes did not really contain the sacred 
books, but a sufficiency of that metal 
which, though our ministers aver is in- 
finitely inferior to the precious Word in 
point of value, I nevertheless have a great 
and lasting reverence for." 

"May I ask as a last favour, that on your 
arrival at Shanghai, you will communicate 
with the police — which I have no doubt 
you will do in any case — and enlighten 
them as to the whereabouts of the Rev. 
Tobias Egbert, whose name and apparel 
I was compelled so unceremoniously to 
borrow. They will find him him in a 
Chinese den, (a vacant shop) at ihe far 
end of Pekin Road. I sadly fear the poor- 
young man will not have enjoyed his 
sojourn there, as though he had company 
in profusion, it was perhaps not the sort 
his fastidious tastes might approve. They 
bite infernally hard at night." 
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" Enclosed, please find my, or rather his 
ticket, which 1 had quite forgotten to 
deliver to you before " 

"In conclusion, let me beg of you to 
convey to that unfortunate gentleman 
my profuse apologies for any little incon- 
venience I may have been the cause of 
his suffering; and with every wish for 
a speedy passage down : believe me, 
dear Captain Priddle, 

Yours very sincerely, 

W. E. Haldene, Colonel 

(Midnight Marauder, Masquerader, 
etc., etc.) 

It was six days before the first ship, 
returning from tlie North, took them in 
tow, and another five before they arrived 
at Shanghai and reported the matter, by 
which time all trace of Colonel W. E, 
Haldene, M. M. & M., together with his 
booty, had vanished once more as com- 
pletely as the gold had, in the first 
instance, been spirited away from the 
bank at Shanghai. 

When the China Merchant boat, deeply 
laden with a full cargo of beans and oil, 
crept round Iron Island, she saw to her 
surprise, the Trot Sang lying quietly at 
anchor inside, with the break-down signal 
drooping despondently from her jumper 
stay, and bore down upon her. 
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" Wh-a-a-t's the m-a-a-tt-er ? " yelled 
her master, as she ranged alongside. 

" Got no steampipe ! " wailed Captain 
Priddle desolately. 

"What, bust?" 

"No! Someone sneaked it!" mourned 
the skipper, adding, under his breath, a 
terse description of the thief, from which 
however, it would have been impossible 
to identify him. 

" Wh-a-a-t V came back the astonished 
hail. 

" Gone," returned Priddle impatiently 
" I want to be towed down to Shanghai.' 

" Alright !" answered the China Mer- 
chant man with alacrity, visions of 
salvage floating entrancingly before his 
eyes ; " Got your own hawsers, or shall I 
pass you mine ?" 

" Hawsers are all ready ! Send a boat 
with a hauling line." His voice was as 
the voice of one whose brightest hopes 
are shattered. 

When the hawsers were made fast, and 
the Trot Sang was onee more under 
way, jogging along dejectedly astern of the 
triumphant China Merchant boat, Captain 
Priddle took out Colonel Haldene's letter, 
and read it through again. The mate 
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stepped a pace or two aside, to allow a 
free channel to the forthcoming flow of 
language. The precaution was unneces- 
sary. 

" I wish he had been a missionary !" 
sighed the skipper. 
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THE SKIPPER'S BETRAYAL. 

The commander of the s.s. Watfunne 
had learned from the quarter-master that 
the mate had not come aboard until two 
that morning. 

As they swung away from the hulk at 
Swatow and headed down the bay, the 
skipper was turning over in his mind the 
details of a moral lecture which, true to 
ancient tradition, he felt it his duty to 
administer, as he eyed, in severe dis- 
pleasure the unsuspecting culprit, stand- 
ing by his anchors on the forecastle head. 

A seraphic smile flickered for a moment 
over the skipper's aged face as he repeat- 
ed softly to himself: "The moral degrad- 
ation is only equalled by the physical 
degeneration such vile practices ensure ;" 
smacking his lips over the resonance of 
the phrase. Good ! Now for something 
to pave the way to its delivery. They 
slid past Double Island and through. 
Sugar Loaf Pass, with its pyramidal 
island, capped by the lighthouse, on one 
side, and the curious circlet of rocks on 
the other, and the skipper was still chew- 
ing over in his mind the cud of reflectioa 
on the evils of billiard-playing and drink. 



CHINA COASTERS 

The Watfum^e swung out across 
the bar, to the accompaniment of the 
quartermaster's '• quata-past-tlee " as his 
lead gave him three and a quarter 
fathoms, and the course being set for the 
Lammocks, the mate saw his anchors 
secured and sauntered aft toward his 
berth. The captain was standing just 
within his room as the mate, with instinc- 
tive foreboding of trouble, tried to slip past 
unobserved. But the skipper hailed him : 

"Do you know, Sir," he commenced 
gravely, as the mate eyed him in appre- 
hension of the coming lecture ; " do you 
know sir, you are going straight to the 
dogs ?" 

"Lot o' company on the road," mur- 
mured the mate significantly. 

, " Aye," said the skipper severely, with 
charming obtuseness, " evil company. 
It's that that leads a young man to drink 
first, and perdition afterwards." 

The mate shifted uneasily from one 
foot to the other. 

■. " I was only having a game of billiards, 
anyway," he said with some show of 
impatience. 
> '•■ Billiards !" retorted the skipperscath- 

ingly, "I know all about •billiards'; 

and drunkards too," he added with meaning. 
■ "Daresay you do" remarked the mate 
politely, also not without meaning. 
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The captain paused to await the dawn 
of understanding. Failing to grasp it, he- 
tried again ; 

" I know billiards, sir ;" the mate 
remained silent ; " a game that calls for 
a little skill and very many drinks of 
spirituous liquor every half hour ; a game 
sir, that helps one to forget the teachings 
of Holy Scripture," he smirked a little at 
his own nascent eloquence ; " a game that 
takes one's mind off higher things, and 
ends in spirits, — and Hell." 

" They say there are spirits in t' other 
place too," the mate remarked casually. 

" Yes sir, there are ! Pure spirits. 
Spirits of love ; spirits of harmony ; spirits 
of — of—" " Wine ? " put in the mate 
spitefully. 

The skipper drew himself away and 
looked shocked, but his duty lay plain 
before him. " Spirits, the like of which 
you will never approach," he said sadly. 

"Don't want 'em. Plain 'Scotch' is 
good enough for me," the mate assured 
him cheerfully. 

" Whiskey or wine ," the skipper 

spoke bitterly, but the mate, affecting^. 
to misunderstand him, interrupted with 
a murmured " Thanks ! Don't mind if 
I do." 

" Whiskey or wine," he went on with 
sublime unconsciousness, "is the subtle- 
poison that drags a man down lower than 
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the beasts of the field. The moral (legra- 
dation is only equalled by the — by the — ,"' 
a look of distress crept into the captain's 
eyes, — "by the loss of health and money !" 
he finished tamely. 

" My advice to you is, sir, to avoid all 
-such places. To pray for strength to 
keep clear of billiards and liquor, to — " 
Someone stirred on the other side of 
the deck, and the skipper, rememberinn; 
they had one passenger, a lady, on board, 
felt a pang of keen regret at having lost 
the run of that sentence. The mate, 
seizing on the momentary pause, muttered 
something about seeing the cargo-ports 
screwed tight and slipped away. When 
he returned, it was along the other side 
-of the deck, and he came face to face with 
Miss Dotty Sloane, lounging comfortably 
in a cane chair. 

Miss Sloane was a lady whom the men 
of Hongkong, in the first moments of their 
acquaintance, iuvariably addresssd as 
"Dotty," and the mate felt vaguely that 
her society would act as an antidote to 
that of his commander. 

Wherefore, he responded to Miss 
Dotty's smile by coming to a standstill 
beside her chair. The captain had gone on 
the bridsre to look out for the Boat Rocks. 

" Cap : was giving you quite a lec- 
ture," commenced Dotty sweetly. 

" Yes !" answered the mate gloomily. 
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" Where were you, anyway ?" 

"Swatow Hotel," the mate replied;: 
"playin' billiards." 

"Come aboard sober?" Miss Dotty 
knew the game of billiards almost as 
well as the skipper. 

" Course !" said the mate. Then he- 
added savagely, " Pretty fuss the old man 
would ha^made if he thought I didn't." 

"Pop did jaw you to beat the band," 
murmured the girl reflectively. 

" Oh ! he's religion mad !" said the mate 
petulantly ; '"'He's lived through his little 
bit o' frolic, and can't do no more, so he 
thinks everybody else ought to be the 
same !" , 

"Tis hard, some," sympathized Miss 
Dotty. 

"Hard!" ejaculated the mate; "It's- 
downright cussedness, that's wot it is !" 

•• Wonder if he'd stand me a drink,'' 
mused Miss Sloane demurely. 

•' Oh yes !" with fine irony, "lemonade, 
gingerale or such sty-wash, as much as 
you want. He's awful good that way ; — 
too good," he added after a pause. 

" Guess I didn't mean soft-tack," replied. 
Dotty. 

" Tjien p'raps if you go to church with 
him he'll hand you the Communion Cup 
and give you a drink o' port." 
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Miss Sloane made a little grimace. 
Port was not in her line. '• Reckon I'll 
get a real good drink out of hira," as- 
severated Miss Dotty with decision. 

"I'd like to see you do it," said the 
mate as he passed on. 

Late that evening, as the old Wat- 
funne hammered out her trail toward 
the Brothers, Miss Dotty Sloane was to 
be seen diligently tramping the lower 
bridge in search of exercise. 

The captain had written up the night 
order book and was preparing to turn in 
for the night. Seven bells had just gone 
when Miss Dotty suddenly tottered in her 
steps and leaned against the rail for sup- 
port. 

The captain looked up hastily from 
the magazine he was scanning as she 
dragged her limp form across the deck to 
the door of his room. 

"What is the matter, Miss Sloane?" 
he enquired in alarm, as he rose to his 
feet 

The fair Dotty was pressing one shapely 
hand to her side. 

"Feelin' mighty bad, Cap:!" she 
murmured weakly, as she tottered into 
the room and sank on the settee. " Faint- 
ing fit I s'pose ; I'm subject to 'em." 

She certainly did look ghastly pale and 
the skipper felt scared. A fainting 
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woman was the one thing that roused all 
the latent cowardliness of his nature. 

"Sit down! Sit down!" was all he 
could find to say, an invitation Miss 
Dotty had accepted long before he spoke. 

The captain hastily crossed to the door 
communicating with the chart-room, in 
which stood the ship's medicine chest, 
and returned with a little sal-volatile in a 
glass, to which, with shaking hands, he 
added some water. 

" Here miss ; drink this," he said 
solicitously, "it will help to pull you 
together." 

With trembling fingers Dotty took the 
liquid and made to drink it, spilling a 
goodly portion of it over the settee as she 
did so ; but no sooner had her lips touched 
it, than she pushed it away in disgust. 

" Can't!" she muttered hoarsely, leaning 
biick and breathing hard ; " Brandy ! " 

The captain gazed at her in stern dis- 
pleasure, and seemed on the verge of 
delivering another temperance lecture. 
But Miss Sloane's deathly pallor alarmed 
and restrained him. 

" Brandy !'' she gasped faintly. 

The skipper's resolution wavered. He 
stood undecided between duty, fear and 
compassion. Miss Dotty's white lips 
quivered. 

" Gimme some brandy, . please !" she 
.pleaded piteously. 
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She turned the appealing eye of 
feminine distress full on the skipper and 
his good resolutions went with a snap. 

After all, it was in aid of a suiFering 
fellow-being; and that being one of the 
fair sex. The captain never could bear 
to stand by in apathy and see the sex 
suffer. He rose in agitation, his inde- 
cision still strong upon him, and touched 
the bell. 

The mate, who was on watch, heard 
the bell tinkle in the. boys' room, and 
when, looking over the front of the bridge, 
he saw the captain's boy coming up the 
ladder with a bottle of brandy and two 
tumblers on a tray, he whistled softly to 
himself and tried to peer round impos- 
sible corners at the captain's port-holes. 

The skipper was much perturbed to 
know if he were doing right, but a gliuice 
at the lady's set face reassured him ; 
perhaps it was the shaking of his hand 
that made him pour out a much larger 
'peg ' than he had intended. 

As he turned to add some water, Miss 
Sloane's eyes twinkled in a manner very 
peculiar for one in the enervating grasp 
of a fainting fit. She seized the glass and 
emptied the contents at a gulp ; and the 
-captain waited anxiously for the desired 
-efiect. 

It seemed a long time coming. 
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. " A little more, please!" gasped Miss 
Sloane. Her voice was certainly much 
stronger, and encouraged by this, the 
skipper thoughtlessly poured her out 
another hefty ' nip,' He looked n. trifle 
suspicious at the alacrity with which she 
seized the glass ; but then she was 
recovering. 

After a while she sat up, and the cap- 
tain gave vent to a gentle sigh of relief, 

" Feel any better ?" he queried. 

" Oh much ! Guess I'll trail away down 
and turn in." She made an effort to rise,, 
but her eye caught the brandy-bottle, 
which was still three parts full. She 
sank back in her seat. 

" Oh ! It's comin' on again," she wailed. 

" Try some sal-volatile," said the skip- 
per nervously. 

" It wont do a thing but make me 
■worse," wailed Miss Dotty. 

"Have some smelling salts, then," sug- 
gested the captain desperately. 

'■' Yes please," answered the girl' with 
superb diplomacy ; then : — " Oh ! I'm 
goin' off again! Gimme some brandy, 
quick !" 

The skipper lost his head, and hur- 
riedly poured out the poison, with fac& 
averted to avoid the fumes, thus pouring 
out double the former dose. He eyed it 
dubiously, but Miss Dotty settled the 
question by wildly stretching out her 
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hand for the glass. She drank it down 
neat, with a zest that showed she 
thoroughly believed in its efficacy. She 
certainly found it difficult to look faint, 
after .-ibEorbing nearly half a bottle of 
brandy, and seemed inclined to wax 
eloquent. 

She began by describing her symptons 
in a voice the stridence of which left little 
doubt as to her recovery, and from that, 
slid off, by insensible gradations to other 
and less austere topics. 

The captain tried various delicate 
hints, then looked in utter helplessness at 
the door. It was getting late, nearly 
midnight, and besides, it was not quite 
proper to have a lady lolling on one's 
settee at that hour, even if one had just 
assisted her through a fainting fit. 

His meditations were brought to an 
abrupt conclusion by Miss Sloane lurch- 
ing forward wildly for the brandy-bottle, 
■which she grabbed by the neck with the 
remark : " Guess I'll take another tooth- 
ful in case of a relapse" ; and as the cap- 
tain gazed helplessly at the rapidly 
diminishing brandy. Dotty, misinterpret- 
ing his look asked pleasantly : "Are you 
goin' tojine me. Cap.?" 

The captain made a gesture of dis- 
gusted dissent, at which Miss Sloane 
remarked complacently, '-Well, here's 
lookin' at you." 
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"Good brandy this!" smacking her' 
lips, and ruefully regarding the small 
portion that remained ; " Prevention 's 
better than cure you know Pop, and I 
might have another attack." 

The lady, however, was becoming much 
too elated to attempt another fainting fit. 
Her shrill nasal twang rang out over the 
ship like the echo of the bell ihat had just 
■been struck to mark the hour of midnight. 

The second mate, passing the door on 
his way to relieve the bridge, could not 
'help looking in, and came up with eyes 
wide with wonder. 

" What's the old man up to ?" he asked 
■of the mate. "He's got Dotty Sloane in 
there with a bottle between them and 
having a high old time." 

"Disgustin' old reprobate!" snorted 
the wrathful mate; "And that's the old 
hyppercrit' that's been jawin' me for 
takin' a peg!" 

"Wots he bin drinkin," asked the 
astonished second mate with an active 
display of interest. 

" Gawd knows ! He's fed up Dotty 
• Sloane anyway. Just listen to her!" 

There was no need to listen ; Miss 
Sloane's voice was becoming every mo- 
ment more intrusively shrill and less 
iarticulate. She had gained complete con- 
trol over the all but empty bottle, thereby 
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losing control over herself; and the 
skipper was sitting opposite staring at 
her in dumb, impotent misery, praying 
for something to come and take her away. 
Miss Dotty herself showed no inclina- 
tion to vacate her comfortable quarters ; 
she had stretched herself out on the settee, 
the bottle in her hand, and was enter- 
taining the skipper with reminiscences 
of rather dubious delicacy, interspersed 
with lilting refrains of songs of the 
' rapid ' type, that inexpressibly shocked 
the delicate sensibilities of the com- 
mander. 

When at last the lady showed a 
marked intolerance of any suggestion 
that she should retire, and a distinct 
inclination to doze off where she was, 
the harassed skipper seized a blanket, and 
creeping forth in despair, made a miser- 
ably futile attempt to sleep on a cane 
chair on deck; leaving the inebriated 
damsel in full possession of the citadel 
she had so guilefully captured ; and when, 
at break of day, he cautiously crept to the 
door of his room, he found it empty, and 
as he thankfully took possession he 
registered a mental now, there and then, 
to harden his heait in the future and 
administer no more brandy for all the- 
fainting fits femininity could produce. 
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With much trepidation the skipper 
ventured, after breakfast, onto the bridge, 
to meet the eye of his chief ofBcer. The 
mate received him with a look of pious 
horror and repulsion. The skipper re- 
membered having felt as he did then but 
once before in his life ; when as a boy he 
had been caught stealing his mother's 
jam. 

" A nice one you are," commenced the 
mate with righteous scorn, " to go 
preachin' temperance an' morality." 

"How do you mean, sir!" asked the 
captain with a little quaver in his voice. 

"Oh yes!" rejoined the mate with 
cutting irony ; " course I'm blind and 
deaf. I didn't hear anything at half-past 
eleven last night; nor I didn't see Dotty 
Sloane come staggering out o' your room 
at five this morning, An' I didn't smell 
liquor about. Course, " he added 
grimly, " I don't know what pure spirits 
is." 

"Miss Sloane had a fainting-fit," said 
the skipper uneasily. 

"I wonder," mused the mate merci- 
lessly, " if your wife would think my 
eyesight had gone crank if I told her 
what I seen." 

"You would'nt say such a foolish 
thing," put in the captain hastily, with, 
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"nevertheless, a note of pleading in his 
voice. 

" P'raps ; p'raps not." rejoined the 
mate moving away, followed by the 
appealing eyes of his commander. 

He vtralked to the rail, and stood for a 
moment smiling out broadly at the 
, horizon and the universe in general, then 
he sauntered back to the compass, stop- 
ping en route before the captain, 

" If your pore wife only knew how she 
was bein' deceived," he hinted darkly. 

" I slept on the cross-bunker hatch," 
interposed the captain hastily. 

"Oh yes! I know!" The mate was 
an adept at scientific torture and he felt 
he had the upper grip for the moment, 
" I saw you come on deck with a blanket, 
but some folk are deep; — very deep," he 
continued, eyeing the captain judicially. 

"I don't wish to say anything more 
about it, sir," said the skipper haughtily, 
after vainly trying to think of something 
worth saying. 

He walked away, and the mate bent a 
sorrowful eye on his commander, who, 
after fidgetting about the bridge for some 
time, mumbled something about looking 
at the chart and fled from the silent 
accusation in his chief officer's eye. 
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Two days later, the Watfunne waddled 
into Shanghai and Miss Dotty Sloane 
tripped ashore. It was noticed that the- 
mate helped her over the side with that 
homage the lay intellect unconsciously 
renders the master mind. The next 
evening, the mate himself took a trip 
ashore and returned to the ship in a dis- 
gusting state of inebriation, and the cap- 
tain gazed upon him more in sorrow than 
in anger, but attempted no remonstrance.. 
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A NAUTICAL DEBATE. 



The Rev. Mr. Dodder button-holed his 
friend and unfolded to him the plan he 
had formulated for the improvement of 
the officers of steamers visiting Hongkong. 

"Bless you!" he was saying "if we 
can get hold of a couple of nice rooms 
and fit them out as a club, it would do 
an immense amount of good, At least it 
will keep them out of mischief, which 
will be half the battle. We can even 
start a debating society, and so aim at 
elevation as well as amusement. Yes ! 
good idea that. We'll have a debating 
society, and the members can come there 
and talk things over among themselves, 
and so learn to tolerate each other's little 
shortcomings and differences of opinion. 
As for prayers and addresses, they can 
come after ; when we've got a firm hold 
of our men." 

The Rev. Mr. Dodder, be it here record- 
ed, was a man with a touching faith in 
human nature, and though his friend was 
at first somewhat dubious about the pos- 
sibility of so easily getting hold of the 
younger and wilder portion of the sea- 
faring community, he could not help but 

97 



CHINA COASTERS 

be infected with his friend's enthusiasm, 
until ultimately he was as keen on the 
scheme as the reverend gentleman him- 
self; the practical outcome of which was, 
that, being a man of wealth, and inclined 
to pose as a philanthropist, he there and 
then offered to advance the Rev. Mr. 
Dodder the needful dollars for the hire 

of the rooms. After some discussion, 

Street was fixed on as the most desirable 
localit}', if convenient rooms could be 
obtained there, and the Rev. Mr. Dodder 
went on his way rejoicing. 

Now, the youthful officer of the Mer- 
cantile Marine, in the restraining company 
of ladies or on a steamship's bridge, is 
one thing, and the same individual in 
company with a dozen kindred spirits, 
intent on the ecstatic worship of Comus, 
is quite another ; which fact the Rev. Mr. 
Dodder failed to realize. Wherein he erred. 
Hitherto his observations of the animal 
and it's ways had been conducted only 
under the most favourable conditions, and 
he had formed a quite exaggerated con- 
ception of their meekness and pliability. 
Wherein he erred again ; outrageously. 

Thoughtless of others' comfort and 
feelings almost to the verge of cruelty; 
boisterous and rough in their fun, yet 
throughout good-humoured and straight- 
forward, a band of thirty or more high- 
spirited young sailors, all imbued with 
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the one idea of deriving all the amuse- 
ment they could from life, was the last 
thing Mr. Dodder should have attempted 
to handle. 

Little did he dream of the many and 
varied attainments requisite for the 
successful handling of a turbulent crowd 
of full-blooded young sailormen, or he 
would have shrunk in dismayed despair 
-from the task. 

Nathless, having procured the rooms, 
and borrowed a table, strewn in artistic 
negligence with various magazines and 
papers, together with some chairs, and 
benches for the " Debating Chamber," 
Mr. Dodder spent a whole day in going 
the round of all the ships in Hongkong 
Harbour, particularly the boats engaged 
in the coasting trade, and apprising the 
officers of the several steamers of the 

existence of a club in Street at their 

disposal. 

At first his club was looked upon with 
the unfavourable eye of suspicion. They 
had vivid recollections of similar institu- 
tions, in the days of their apprenticeship, 
at Calcutta and other ports, where, after 
being invited to partake of tea and buns, 
a veritable " sop to Cerberus," they were 
lured into undergoing a course of hymn- 
singing and sermonizing, much to their 
-disgust. "Sty-wash decoys," they had 
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called them, in delicate allusion to the- 
quality of tea supplied. 

Report hath it that one apprentice was- 
known to go back there a second time, 
eager to sacrifice his convictions for the 
sake of the buns, but this is probably the 
malicious slander of the ill conditioned. 

However, when the Rev. Mr. Dodder 
made haste to assure them that there was 
to be no psalm-singing or sermonizing, 
but just a plain sociable club, they showed 
an enthusiastic eagerness to enroll them- 
selves in a club where no subscription was 
required of them, and where membership 
entailed no obligations. Mr. Dodder there- 
fore returned to terra firma, viewing with 
complacency a long membership roll that 
comprised most of the second and third 
mates in the port, and a goodly propor- 
tion of the mates. 

But there the matter seemed to hang 
fire and for three days the club rooms 
remained untenanted, beyond the advent 
of a second mate or two who dropped 
in casually to "see," as they put it, " how 
the Padre had rigged the show." 

Seeing which, the indomitable Mr. 
Dodder brought up his reserves, and fired 
his second shot in the cause of the regen- 
ration of the erring sailor-man. 

And so it befell that he sacrificed, 
another day to visiting the ships, and 
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announced that on the following evening, 
there would be a debate at the club on 
"The Effects of Kerosene Oil on Cora- 
passes." It was a controversy that had 
long held the nautical mind in thrall, 
being argued upon with more vigour than 
politeness, and having been thrashed out 
very extensively without either side learn- 
ing much beyond the other's conviction 
of their amazing ignorance, until of late 
it had lapsed insensibly from debate to 
vituperation : and the Rev. Mr. Dodder 
could scarcely have hit upon a topic more 
likely to engender that fraternal discord 
so dear to the heart of the merchant 
officer, than this one of " Kerosene and 
Compasses. " Wherefore, each and every 
one that could get off joyfully announced 
to the Rev. Mr. Dodder his intention of 
being present on the' following evening, 
upon which the Rev. Mr. Dodder had 
returned in trustful content, pondering 
with satisfaction on the scientific spirit 
of enquiry displayed. 

On one ship, which was sailing the 
next morning, the mates met together on 
hearing of the object of Mr. Dodder's 
visit, and lamented vociferously in chorus, 
their inability to be present to see the 
" Scrumm, " which the Rev. Mr. Dodder 
took to be the nautical slang word for 
•debate ! 
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They showed that they had been sincere 
in their avowed intention of being present, 
if nothing else, by turning up in force at 
the club rooms on that eventful evening, 
some time before the debate was timed to 
begin. Some of the more serious, who, 
like their more hotheaded brethern, had 
been diligently forgetting, ever since they 
had passed their last examination, what 
magnetism was, had seized the oppor- 
tunity to read up a few lines on the subject 
before coming ashore ; and now sat, arro- 
gant in the possession of that quantity 
of knowledge that is characterized as 
'dangerous,' discussing the matter before 
the debate should begin, and amiably 
dubbing a "blithering idiot," all w^ho 
diifered from their views. 

As the room rapidly filled, principally 
with .second and third mates, to whom 
the novelty of the thing appealed, the 
Rev. Mr. Dodder moved from group to 
group, suavely rubbing his hands and 
smiling his gratification at the success of 
his scheme. When he thought the last 
one had entered, and the time for com- 
mencing approached. Mr. Dodder, in a 
few well chosen words, introduced the- 
object of their gathering, and suggested 
as a preliminary that they should elect 
a chairman. 

This matter was speedily settled by the 
second ciBcer of one of Butterfield's boats 
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strolling up, hands in pocketSj and uncon- 
cernedly taking possession of thech'iir set 
apart for the purpose; remarking casually 
as he did so, that he " thought it was 
more comfortable than the benches," As 
no one seemed to raise any objections to 
this arbitrary act of appropriation, the 
proceedings went on, and the first apeaker 
got up to say his say. 

He seemed at first a trifle diffident, or 
not quite certain on what theme he was 
expected to speak, but a few caustic 
remarks from the back, roused all the com- 
bativenes of his nature, and he launched 
out into a diatribe on "the chumps who 
said kerosene was not magnetic. " He 
was interrupted in the middle of his not 
too learned discourse, .by the boisterous 
entrance of two belated second mates and 
a mate, but beyond a biting allusion from 
the Chairman to "some beggars who 
were too slow to catch the fever, " the 
interruption passed unnoticed. 

When he had resumed his seat, after 
ably showing that kerosene oil must be 
magnetic, because he did'nt see how else 
they were to account for the deflections of 
the compass needle, the third mate of 
a Jardine boat got up to reply. 

" Gentlemen, " he commenced, " if my 
learned friend over there knew anything 
at all about the matter, the silly goat 
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would see that kerosene oil could' nt be 
magnetic : " — 

" I did'nt say it was, for certain," inter- 
rupted the fii'st speaker. 

" You lie ! " retorted the other with 
cheerful truculence, " you did ! " 

" Order ! Order ! " called the chairman, 
rapping furiously on the edge of the chair 
with his boot, which he had removed for 
the purpose. 

" Simpson, if you don't shut up, I'll 
come down and punch your head ! " 

" Oh ! you would, eh ! " returned that 
irate individual, '• why don't you shove 
that chuckleheaded mug off the platform!" 

" It's the tins that do it, " continued 
the man on the platform, treating his 
opponent's invective, for the moment, with 
supreme disdain, " that's what it is. The 
tins get saturated with induced magnetism 
from the earth and being in boxes, they 
have the positive pole upper-most, that is 

the negative pole is on top, — no — 

anyhow, they're chock full of magnetism : 
full as, — ( he alluded to warmer regions 
in the census of which he would figure 
himself some day) — is full of captains. " 

He was getting hopelessly bemired, but 
floundered triumphantly to dry landwith 
the remark ; " Anyhow, the oil could'nt 
have magnetism in it, why — why it 
would'nt burn ! '' 
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" Sit down ! " yelled someone from the 
liack, " you know about as much about it 
as a pig does of architecture ! " 

" Fat lot you know about it " retorted 
the speaker, contemptuously, without trou- 
bling to find out who it was made the 
remark, "in a ship where the com- 
passes don't know their North ends from 
-the South ! " 

At this point the dismayed Mr. Dodder, 
fearing that the controversy, which was 
so rapidy becoming heated, might lead 
to trouble, mildy suggested that they 
should abandon the discussion on mag- 
netism, and turn to something else, and 
appealed to his hearers to suggest a theme 
for debate. 

'■Why is a mouse when it spins?" 
queried someone. 

" Why was Hadyn Cofiin ? " supple- 
mented the man behind him. 

This was greeted with a howl of execra- 
tion from those in front, who feared lest 
the ancient gags were about to be revived. 

" What makes BifFkin's nose so red ? " 
suggested some one derisively, 

" You're a liar ! It's indigestion ! " 
cried that maligned individual wrathfully, 
with a vindictive scowl in the direction 
of his would be detractor. 

Then a big boned, red headed Irishman 
^ot up on his hind legs, and remarking 
■" Arrah thin if this is to be a debatin " 
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sossaity, here goes for batin' somwan 
right now," playfully fetched his left 
hand neighbour a thwacking clump under 
the ear. 

The latter retaliated in kind. 

" Order ! Order ! Behave yourselves ! " 
cried the youth on his right, joyfully 
throwing himself into the fray. 

Then some one sung out "Rough- 
house ! " 

This was the last straw, and in a mo- 
ment the room was in tumultuous uproar, 
as the spirit of their bye-gone appren- 
ticeship days returned to them with the 
magic of that word and for five delirious 
minutes they revelled in the pure animal 
joy of tumbling over each other, and hit- 
ting and being hit, while the Rev. Mr. 
Dodder looked on in dumb, hopeless 
despair. 

When at the expiration of that period, 
they began laughingly to sort themselves 
out, one by one, from the tangled mass 
of limbs and bodies that writhed upon 
the floor, one here and there was rubbing 
a discoloured lump on his cranium, that 
was rapidly attaining the dimensions of 
a hen's egg; while another searched 
wildly for a tooth that had been knocked 
out in the mel^e, in the futile hope of 
it's taking root again if reinserted quickly. 

It was evident, when the last Gordian 
knot of limhs had been untied, and order 
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was partially restored, that all serious 
business was at an end for the night, and 
when a dishevelled youngster remarked 
incidentally. " Debating be blowed ! 
Who's for the Hongkong !" he struck the 
one chord of harmony of the evening. 

The proposal, without the least need 
of debate, was seconded and carried unani- 
mously, nay enthusiastically ; carried 
into effect, as they trooped out in a body, 
leaving the Rev. Mr. Dodder ruefully 
nursing a hand that had been wrung all 
too vigorously, and wondering vaguely 
if he ought to feel relieved at their 
departure or saddened at the ignominous 
failure of his plans. 

The next day, rumour hath it, the Rev. 
Mr. Dodder went to the landlord and 
asked him to take the rooms back for a 
consideration ; and since then, it is whis- 
pered, he has given up the cult of the- 
sailor-man as a hopeless problem. 
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A CREDIT TO THE CRAFT. 

The Captain of the Soo Ling ap- 
peared upon the Tanjong Pagar wharf at 
Singapore,' with a parrot cage swinging 
jauntily in his hand. As he picked his way 
gingerly over the loose planks and bales of 
merchandise toward his ship, the cockatoo 
it contained raised its crest and shrieked 
hysterically at every fresh jolt as though it 
regarded each bump as the commencement 
of the dissolution of all things earthly. 
During a pause in the chattering of the 
winches, the second mate heard the 
unearthly scream and walked to the side 
"to ascertain its cause. 

"Hi! "he called to the mate, "blest if 
the old man has'nt been investing in a 
cockytoo. Come and look ! " 

The mate came to his side and joined 
him in an aggravating stare of amusement 
that almost made the irritated skipper 
regret for the moment his purchase. But 
when he had gained the deck and his 
officers gathered round him, his pride in 
•his purchase returned. 

" I got him for ten dollars, " he 
explained; " talks Malay like a native. " 
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"Who's he for?" inquired the mate 
curiously. 

"Who for? Why for me o' course," 
promptly replied the skipper. 

" Did'nt think you'd want to spend ten 
dollars on a bloomin ' parrot, " explained 
the mate sceptically. 

" Well er p'raps I will give him away 
when we get to Hongkong, " ventured the 
skipper. 

" Course ! " said the mate with brutal 
directness, "you got him for that gell." 

His commander simpered a little and 
allowed it to go unchallenged. The mate 
stooped down with a murmured "Pretty 
Polly " and thrust a friendly finger be- 
tween the bars, to which Pretty Polly 
promptly annexed himself. 

"Dam beast" said the mate viciously,^ 
when he found time to devote his mind 
to anything beyond the freeing of his 
finger. 

"What's the matter?" asked the 
captain in innocent surprise, " did he bite 
you? 

"Bite me," ejaculated the wrathful 
mate, "Oh no! He didn't bite me; he- 
just chewed me! Ef that was my parrot 
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I'd wring his bloomin' neck to teach him 
manners, that's wot I'd do" 

"There's other ways o' teaching a bird 
things beside wringing his neck," rejoined 
the skipper tartly ; " the poor bird didn't 
know no better, I s'pose," with a glance 
at the mate's grubby hands, " he thought 
it was a banana you was giving him." 

" There are ! " said the mate, to whom 
a bright idea had just come, ignoring the 
latter part of the skipper's remark. 

The parrot was given into the charge 
-of the captain's boy and hung up in the 
alleyway, apparently much to the chief 
officer's satisfaction. All his animosity 
against the screeching bird seemed to have 
vanished and he dropped into quite a 
■conciliatory tone with the parrot every 
-time he passed its cage. 

The Soo Ling left Singapore tor Saigon 
next morning, and before Horsburg light- 
house was out of sight, the mate had 
found an opportunity of communicating 
to the second what was in his mind. 

" Fine bird that o' the skipper's," he 
remarked casually, when the second mate 
came on the bridge to relieve him. 

" Yes ; I s'pose he's taking it up to 
Hongkong for that Miss Tibbs." 
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" S'pose so," agreed the mate. 

"Pity it don't talk English" mused the 
second. 

" It is a pity !" replied the mate : 
"Would'nt be a bad idea to teach him 
some on the way up." 

The second mate glanced sharply at his 
-superior officer, but the latter's face was 
the face of a cherubim. 

"Think wot a pleasant surprise it 
would be to him when he gets it there," 
he added significantly, " he'll never go 
near the bird before we reach Hongkong." 

The second took his cue from the first 
ofiieer. 

" I votes we teach him," he said guile- 
lessly. 

Thereafter one or other of the Soo 
Ling's officers spent a large portion of 
his watch below in diligently imparting 
lessons in English to the Cockatoo, who 
proved himself a remarkably apt pupil and, 
used the sentences they taught him with 
the understanding of one to whom they 
■were more than mere empty words. 

By the time they had filled up with rice 
at Saigon and taken their departure for 
Hongkong, the skipper's parrot was an 
^dept in the use of a varied assortment of 
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nautical phrases, and the mate devoted 
himself with pride, on the way up, to 
putting the finishing touches to his 
education. 

Upon their arrival, the captain's first 
act, after entering his ship at the Har- 
bour Office, was to order his China boy to 
put the parrot cage into his sampan, and, 
armed with the proof of his devotion, he 
was pulled across to Kowloon. 

Depressed by the strangeness of his- 
surroundings, the parrot maintained a 
frigid silence, and declined to air any 
portion of his newly acquired vocabulary. 

Leaving his sampan at the wharf, the- 
commander of the Soo Ling made straight 
for a little villa in Chestnut Terrace and 
asked to see Miss Tibbs. In a few 
moments, a tall, slender girl, not the least 
of whose charms was a magnificent pair 
of blue eyes and a ravishing little mouth 
that the skipper could only describe as 
''divinely kissable,' came into the room 
and uttered an exclamation of delight at 
the sight of her present; bewitching the en- 
amoured captain with a glance of gratitude 
that amply repaid his outlay. 

"I thought you'd like to have one,' "■ 
said the captain shyly, "so I brought 



CHINA COASTERS 

him up. He can't speak any English 
yet, but he can talk Malay and I daresay 
he'll soon learn." 

The bird, lost in the novelty of his 
environment, seemed the most uncon- 
cerned of the three at the transfer ; and the 
skipper, after partaking of three cups of 
tea at the fair hands of Miss Tibbs, not 
because he liked it, but from the Good 
Samaritan idea of putting it away where 
it would not get cold, took his departure. 

But two days before the Soo Ling 
sailed, her commander received a dainty 
note that made his eyes open wide in 
wonder, and sent a premonitory thrill of 
coming disaster down his agitated spine. 

"Miss Tibbs presents her compliments 
to Captain Brett and would feel obliged if 
he would send for the parrot he brought 
her three days ago, as she must decline 
to keep the creature longer in the house." 

Miss Tibbs had evidently expected him 

to answer her note in person, for when 

he was shewn in, he found her sitting 

bolt upright on the couch with the parjo 

cage standing in the middle of the floor . * 

She greeted him with a curt bow. 

"Please take that horrid thing away 
instantly," she commanded, pointing an 
accusing forefinger at the parrot, who, 
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with head on one side and eyes twinkling, 
was gravely studying the situation. 

" Why ! What's the matter with him?" 
asked the captain in perplexity, " is he 
sick ? " 

" Sick ! " echoed Miss Tibbs disdainfully, 
"I wish he was. Perhaps, with the fear 
of death hanging over him, he would'nt 
say such wicked things." 

"Is — is he talking Malay? " queried 
the non plussed skipper. 

'■'I'm no judge of such shocking lan- 
guage" answered she with dignity, "but 
I should say it sounded remarkably like 
very low English, and as you said he 
could'nt speak a word of anything but 
Malay when you got him, I'm surprised 
that you should teach him things like 
that and then send him to me for a 
present." 

A light commenced to break across the 
skipper's bewildered brain. 

"What did he say?" he demanded 
anxiously. 

Miss Tibbs gave him a scathing look 
and seemed on the point of an explosion, 
when the parrot saved the situation by- 
entering info explanations himself. 
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"Pretty Poll! Pretty Polly! Polly 
-wants c-a-a-ke ! " he commenced insinu- 
atingly. Then, as no one seemed to 
notice his request, he repeated with rising 
inflection: "Polly wants c-a-ake ! " 

The bird waited a reasonable time, 
with head poised and feathers ruffled up, 
then said, loudly and distinctly : "Damn!" 
"Hear that ?" asked the girl indignantly. 
'■' Nice present to send me, is'nt it ?" 

"Damn! Damn! Damn!" screeched the 
parrot gleefully, observing the skipper's 
discomfiture. 

The captain jumped up and strode 
■vvrathfully across the room. 

" Shut up, you brute !" he cried. 

" Go to hell !" responded the parrot 
■promptly and closed his eyes. 

The skipper made a vicious, but ill- 
timed, kick at the cage, whereupon Polly 
launched out on a diatribe of variegated 
richness that was an education to every 

; sailorman afloat and caused the skipper 
to gaze at him in horror, not unmixed 
with admiration, while Miss Tibbs des- 

,perately stuffed her fingers into her ears. 

When at last he had exhausted an 
alarmingly extensive vocabulary and 
repeated the more choice expletives two 
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or three times, the bird drew himself 
proudly together and, with head on one 
side, watched the effect of his profanity 
on his hearers. 

The girl was the first to break the 
painful silence. 

"You will oblige me by removing that 
wretch," she said coldly, "and perhaps 
we would'nt miss you if you did'nt come 
back. 1 dont want anything to say to a 
man that can teach a poor, innocent bird 
such dreadful language," and without 
another glance at the disconsolate skip- 
per, she swept scornfully out of the room. 

The captain picked up the cage with 
a curse that rivalled the parrot's in in- 
tensity, if not in richness, and shook it 
violently, at which the bird broke forth 
once more into shrill abusiveness, mingled 
with a loudly expressed desire for " cake," 
that echoed through the house and quick- 
ly brought the skipper to his senses. 

Thereafter, the parrot was carried very 
gently, but there was a malignant sparkle 
in the eye of the crestfallen skipper, that 
boded ill for the cockatoo when he 
should get it alone in some quiet corner. 

This opportunity came soon after he 
had boarded the ferry on his way back 
from Kowloon, and the rest of the passen- 
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gers were startled to see a wild-eyed man 
suddenly jump up, and commence shaking 
a parrot-cage, from which was issuing, 
in a shrill falsetto, the most soul-stirring 
curses; strings of abuse of which the 
most accomplished bargee might well have 
been proud, then cast it viciously from 
him, far into the harbour. As it went 
whizzing through the air. Pretty Polly 
could be heard apprising all whom it 
might concern of their canine relation- 
ship and vociferously expressing his 
profound conviction that somebody's 
maternal relative had not been all that 
virtue demanded. Then the waters closed 
over him and cut short a career of pro- 
mising profanity. 

Wise in his generation, the skipper 
refrained from comment when he got 
back on board, and the mates, anxiously 
eyeing him, were denied the gratification 
of enjoying the fruits of their arduous 
toil. 

Wisely also, he wrote a note to Miss 
Tibbs explaining that he had hardly seen 
the bird from the time of leaving Singa- 
pore, and exculpating himself from any 
complicity in its education. For two 
trips thereafter, he remained religiously 
on board of his ship ; but on the third, 
made bold to present himself once more 
before Miss Tibbs, holding in his hand a 
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cage glittering with gilt-work, in which, a? 
dishevelled green parrot sat dejectedly 
pondering on matters earthly. 

The girl received him with less hauteur 
than he had expected. 

"I've brought you another parrot to- 
replace that — that other one," said the 
skipper awkwardly, as he deposited his 
burden on the floor. 

Miss Tibbs uttered a little delighted" 
" Oh ! " and bent over the ragged parrot 
with her lips formed into an adorable 
pout. But the bird pulled himself to- 
gether stiffly, and gazed out at her with a 
dignilied stare. 

"Pretty Poll," cooed Miss Tibbs 
persuasively. 

' Pretty Poll ' showed his resentment at 
the fulsome compliment by tossing his 
head and frigidly shifting from one foot 
to the other. 

" One thing, he can't swear, I've kept 
him locked up in my room, out of reach of 
the mates, all the trip," said the captain; 
"though he can't say nice things," he- 
added apologetically. 

"He's not the only one that can't," 
hinted the girl, with a glance that set the-, 
skipper's heart thumping. 
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"Can't — can't what?" he demanded. 

" Can't say pretty things when he's 
wanted to," responded she demurely. 

The skipper pulled himself together as 
one emerging from a horrid nightmare. 

"Why — why — you know I've al — al 
ways " he spluttered. 

" Always what ? " demanded the girl 
with superb innocence. 

"Always loved you!" exploded the cap- 
tain half coherently, as he captured a not 
unwilling hand. 

"Yes, I know" answered the girl softly 
as she raised a pair of bewitching eyes to 
his, "but you would not say it" 

And for five delirious minutes the parrot 
was entirely forgotten. 
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NINE POINTS OF THE LAW. 



It was unfortunate that the sister ships 
Phu-an and Cat-pow should have 
been so much alike in every detail ; more 
unfortunate still that they should both 
have been tied up to the same buoy in 
in Shanghai river waiting for a cargo. 

When the chief officer of the Cat- 
pow left his vessel to take a trip ashore, 
it was ebbtide, and she was lying near 
the Hongkew side ; he failed to notice, on 
his return at midnight, that the flood had 
set ill and that it was the Phu-an that 
lay nearest him. 

The mate had been attending a meeting 
of a decidedly convivial character at the 
"War Office" and was in no mood for 
observing nice distinctions in the state 
of the tide. As he stood on the wharf 
bellowing for a sampan to convey him 
aboard, he added to each hail a terse 
description of his idea of a sampan-man 
who was too sleepy to answer a call, until 
at last a coolie started up from the 
shadows somewhere behind him and 
approached cautiously. 
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In view of his recently expressed desire 
for a sampan, the mate did not deem it 
necessary to formulate his ^vishes again, 
so the coolie, after peering at him for a 
moment in the dim light, murmured 
" Have got !" and led the way across the 
wharf toward the landing steps, with the. 
mate stumbling after. But it was to a 
rickshaw the coolie belonged, and as he 
picked up his conveyance and backed it 
toward the mate from the roadside, the 
latter seized it and sent it spinning down 
the steps and into the water. 

" If you think that thing can go across 
the river, let's see how it swims," he 
remarked grimly, as the coolie paddled 
out on the steps after his sodden rickshaw. 

Then he renewed his exasperated calls 
for a sampan until a small boat shoved 
out from between the piles and crawled 
toward the steps. 

" Cat-pow" commanded the mate as 
he scrambled aboard, "No I ship at buoy, 
and dam ' fi-tih ' about it." 

The boat worked its way acioss the 
tide to the accommodation-ladder of the 
ship at the buoy and the mate slowly and 
the laboriously hauled himself up by 
the man-ropes. The electric lights had 
long since been shut-off, and the ship 
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was in darkness, but the mate knew his 
vessel and felt his way cautiously along 
the deck, crossing over steam-pipes and 
steering rods with a barely perceptible 
stumble, to his room. Here he did not 
trouble to light a match, but, perhaps 
from weariness, turned in all standing, 
with the exception of his hat and coat, 
which he had managed to shufSe off. 

He had not been asleep an hour, before 
the chief officer of the Phu-an came oft 
and felt his way along, in very similar 
fashion, toward the same room. He 
stepped briskly in and struck a match, 
then stood in amazement at the spectacle 
of his brother officer slumbering peacefully 
in his bunk, The match burning his 
his fingers, brought him to himself; he 
shook his sleeping friend roughly into 
wakefulness. 

"What d'want!'' murmured the latter 
as he turned over and opened one eye. 

" Come out o' my bunk !" commanded 
the mate of the-PAw-an indignantly. 

"Your bunk!" The sleeper opened 
his other eye and peered at him curiously. 
It was not often that old Ward took to 
drinking. " How long 's your bunk been 
fixed up in my room ! " 



CHINA COASTERS 

"Ever since my room has been fixed 
up on my ship " retorted Ward. 

"Go on, get aboard your ship and turn 
in," said the mate of the Cat-pow, in a 
tone of utter boredom. 

Ward i^yed him, in the faint light, with 
disgust. Bob Taps was up to his old 
games again, he told himself. Pity for 
him ; he'd be out of the Company soon 
at that rate But he wanted to turn in, 
and people ought to know better than get 
in other people's bunks when they were 
squiffey. 

So he merely said: "You'd better pull 
yourself together and get over to your 
own ship." 

Bat the hour's sleep had done a great, 
deal toward clearing Mr. Taps's brain ; he 
could afford to look leniently on the 
other's lapse from the paths of sobriety. 

"You can roost on that settee," he 
said indulgently to Ward, " an' go across 
home in the morning." 

The chief officer of the Phu-an gave- 
a snort of indignation and seemed on the 
point of expressing himself in forcible 
language. He thought better of it, how- 
ever, and laid down on the settee Mr. 
Taps had indicated. Mr. Taps watched 
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him stretch himself out before be ventured 
another remonstrance. 

"You'd feel much more comfortable in 
your own bunk," he said gently. 

" I know I would," answered Mr. Ward 
■with cutting sarcasm, " if other folk would 
only let me get there." 

"I am not stopping you, my man," 
replied Mr. Taps mildly. 

"Oh ! go to sleep ! " said Ward irritably, 
" you make me tired." 

"You look it," murmured the other; 
" too tired to stand up and walk home." 

Ward made no reply ; he had come to 
the conclusion that it was useless trying 
to argue with a man when he was tight. 

■ Mr. Bob Taps watched him turn his 
face to the wall and compose himself for 
sleep with a sigh of satisfaction. It was 
no fun having a man come blundering 
into your room when he was half-seas- 
over and try to turn you out of your bunk; 
so he too rolled over and went to sleep 
again. 

When the first faint flush of dawn crept 
in at the open door, Mr. Ward turned 
round on his uncomfortable couch and 
met the eye of the mate of the Cat-pow 
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which had been travelling in puzzled 
wonder round the room. The cabin was 
innocent of all attempt at adornment, the 
only decoration being the inevitable log- 
book, two store indent books and a 
clock. 

Mr. Kobert Taps was just asking him- 
self who had been shifting all his photos 
from the wall, when he noticed that the 
other man was awake, and broke out 
indignantly : 

"Here! Look here, Ward; it's bad 
enough for you to come shaking a fellow 
up in the small hours, but where's the 
blooming joke in taking down all a man's 
pictures, eh ? " 

Mr. Ward, who had raised himself on 
his elbow, laid back again with a low 
whistle. 

" Where's my pictures ? " demanded the 
mate of the Cat-pow. 

'•■ Where you hung ' em ! " a joke is a 
joke, but Ward was getting tired of this. 

"Where's my photos gone to," 
reiterated Mr. Ta,ps. 

"Best go and see ! " answered the other 
shortly. 
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"Come on, where are they," insisted 
Mr. Taps again, with rising inflection. 

" How the divil should I know where 
they are ? " fiercely ; Ward was getting 
angry too, and with the rise in his mental 
temperature the other grew cooler. 

"Don't s'pose you do," he said re- 
signedly, "you dunno where you are 
yourself yet." 

Then a bright idea occurred to him ; he 
-swung out of the bunk. 

"By God! I'll go round to your room 
and dismantle that ! " 

In the grey light of early dawn, he 
•clambered over the rails to the other ship 
and dived through the open doorway of 
the mate's room. Ward, watching him 
curiously, heard him fumbling about, then 
a match was struck. The match fizzed 
and burned itself out, while the astonished 
Mr. Taps stood staring wildly round him. 
When it had burned down to his lingers, 
he let it fall and lit another. Ward, peering 
round his door-post, saw him pass his 
disengaged hand across his eyes and look 
again. The second match burned itself 
away and Ward lost sight of his brother 
•ofiicer ; but he could hear him feeling 

126 



CHINA COASTERS 

about and muttering swear words to him- 
self in an awed undertone, as he passed 
his hands over all the familiar objects in 
the room. 

Presently he stumbled out and clambered 
slowly and painfully over the rails, 
looking scared. 

" Well ? " queried Ward. 

Mr. Taps came in and sank down on 
the edge of the settee beside Ward, lean- 
ing his head against the bunk, and closed 
his eyes. 

" Well ? " asked Ward again. 

" Ward, old man, I'm not feelin' well," 
he said feebly. 

" What's up ? " 

"Feelin' mighty bad," murmured Mr. 
Taps dismally. He paused and laboriously 
counted the lettering on the almanack 
hanging opposite; then spelt the words 
over on his fingers and sighed. " Think 
I've been boozing too much; guess I'll 
quit." 

Ward raised himself on his elbow 
again. 

" Say, don't you know where you are ? " 
asked he. 
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" I don't ! " whispered Mr. Taps with 
woful countenance. 

"Well, you're aboard the PU-uran, an' 
this is ray room; an' 'that's my bunk 
you've been sleepin' in while I roosted on 
the settee." 

"Don't joss us, Ward," implored Mr. 
Taps piteously. 

"This is the Phu-an, an' there's the 
Oat-pow next door.'' 

« Eh, what ? " said Mr. Taps brighten- 
ing up. 

"This is the Phu-an, an' there's your 
room over there, an' the sooner you go 
there the better," repeated Mr. Ward, 
jerking his thumb toward the other ship. 

The chief officer of the Gat-pow 
jumped up and scrambled back over the 
rails with more celerity than he had 
hitherto shown. It was fairly light now, 
and no matches were needed. He went 
over the cabin again and took a mental 
inventory of the pictures in the light of a 
new understanding. Presently he smiled 
cheerfully and returned across the rails 
whistling. 

" What a dam' fool I was ! " he observed 
in tones of relief. Ward signified his 
whole-souled acquiescence by a nod. 
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" Wonder how the ships got mixed up 
like that," continued Mr. Taps musingly; 
"must have swung while I was ashore. 
An' I thought you was tight when you 
came growling in here, and let you stop 
jest for peace." 

" I am going to paint this room stone- 
colour for the future and make a 
difierence," announced Ward with de- 
cision. 

Mr. Taps took another cursory glance 
round. "Like as two peas. Wonder if 
you keep your whisky bottle in the same 
place too," he hinted delicately. 

"I do ! " answered Mr. Ward promptly, 
as he sat up, "you'll find it over there in 
the locker, an' there's two glasses up in 
the bottle-rack." 
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« WHEN THE DEVIL WAS SICK- 



(The Clmia Coaster's Orisons. 
Middle Watch.) 



Oh Lord ! On (Jirty nights like this, I feel 

thy presence near, 
When howling seas surround the ship 

and thunder fills the air ; 
Perched on a lonely, wind-swept bridge 

I feel my sins come back, 
A thousand taunting demon shapes ; 

Thy vengeance in their track. 
And yet. Thou woulds't not harshly judge 

the many times I've erred, 
A rash hot-headed second mate to deeds 

of frolic stirred. 
Forgive the footsteps that have strayed. 

Thy House of Worship by. 
And helped the strife to foster at the 

" War Office," Shanghai ! 
Astetn we're dipping Breaker Point ; the 

Lamocks lie in front, 
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And as the old tub bucks her stern, I hear 

the engines grunt ; 
Orunt, as the mad propeller flies, with 

grip on nought but air ; 
I long to ask Thee, Lord, to watch my 

straining steering gear. 
'Tis no light joke to hammer up against 

a strong monsoon. 
With ne'er an ounce of cargo, and the 

ship like a balloon ; 
When every whooping sea she takes fair 

stands her up on end, 
And Thou alone, Oh Lord, cans't tell 

what time she will descend. 
There aint no points in coasting, and the 

deep-sea trade is worse ; 
Sooner than sail an ocean tramp, I'd 

learn to drive a hearse ; 
Hard work all day, and watch at night, 

and when you get to port. 
Paint ship for recreation, and tallying for 

sport ; 
All for a measly seven quid, that barely 

pays for drinks, 
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And living like a fighting-cock on salted 

h.oss that stinks. 
Out here the pay is better, though it 

taxes all your wits 
To know your standing balance when 

you've finished signing chits. 
I've sampled many companies before to 

this I came, 
In Butterfield's I've stood my watch and 

Jardine's knows my name ; 
Through Shewan Tomes I drifted, and in 

Douglas's I've served. 
But ever from thy narrow path of virtue 

have I swerved. 
Heed not the hours profligate, (I deemed 

it then no wrong) 
I squandered at the mates resort, the bar 

of the « Hong Kong." 
And worse, when we at last emerged, and, 

toiling up the hill, 
To Wyndham Terrace bent our steps, 

our cup of wrong to fill. 
The tailors seek me vainly; there are 

chits that bear my name, 
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The mute, yet telling, records of a life of 
sin and shame. 

They come to taunt me monthly, with a 
little note annexed, 

'Your chits herewith. Please' pay my 
boy the thirty dollars Mex.' 

The old man left his orders onjthe chart- 
room desk writ large, 

I've signed and read them carefully before 
I came in charge ; 

" Give everything an ample berth and 
keep the sidelights bright. 

Be careful with the steering. Call me 
when you see the light." 

-Ay ! When I see the light ! Oh Lord ! do 
I not see it now? 

It may not be the Lamocks Light that 
shines across the bow. 

But it is virtue's glimmering that whispers 
me "Repent 

Thy many deeds of recklessness and pre- 
cious time ill-spent." 

Herej comes a crowd of fishing junks ; I 
know they'll try to sneak 
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A yard or two before my bows, I've given 

them many a squeak.; 
Yet if I were to port my helm to help 

them to get o'er. 
As sure as death they'd go about and 

make the danger more. 
The heathens want to get run down and 

claim another boat, 
Their own is old and rotten and is hardly 

fit to float ; 
And yet were I to touch them, Lord Thou 

knowest the talk there'd be 
From typans sitting snug at home who've 

never sniffed the sea. 
Well, there's one bell; another chime and 

this long watch is done ; 
Perhaps I'll have more spirits with the 

rising of the sun. 
At any rate when we make port, we'll 

have one rousing spree 
And then we'll think of virtue and per- 
haps repentant he. 
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THE WORK OF QUEEN MAB 



"I talk of dreams; 

Which are the children of an idle brain; 
Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 
Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 
And more inconstant than the wind." 

"Romeo and Juliet" 

The Hon. George Smithkins, sedatest 
member of a sedate Board, lay back in his 
cane chair on the airy verandah of his 
palatial Peak residence, regretfully petting 
the all too scant grey hairs that fringed 
his highly polished pate. Mr. Smithkins 
was discontented and cantankerous that 
afternoon. Age was creeping upon him 
with its chill, restraining hand, and the 
feeling was an unpleasant one. 

The Hon. Mr. Smithkins felt at that 
moment, all the faculty for keen enjoy- 
ment that is the attribute of youth, with- 
out the juvenile physical constitution that 
is necessary to its realization. 
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So much did this irksome feeling of 
approaching senility prey upon his temper, 
that when his wife came to the verandah 
door to ask him in to tea, the poor lady 
retired again precipitately, pained and 
grieved by the harshness of his answer. 

"Don't worry me!" he had said testily; 
"Tea? Bother tea! Let it wait." 

The Hon. Mr. Smithkins stroked his 
hair, in a futile endeavour to make ten or 
a dozen discouraged grey hairs cover the 
greater part of a brilliantly burnished 
head, and thought on and on, reviling 
bitterly the fate that ordained that people 
should grow old. 

Tar below him, the sea shimmered 
sleepily through its trembling veil of heat, 
and faintly the sounds of busy life, 
deadened and drowsily musical by dis- 
tance, came up from the town at his feet. 

Hongkong was in its most fascinating 
dress, at its most fascinating hour. The 
light breeze left sufficient smoke over- 
hanging the native quarters to hide un- 
sightly details while not concealing the 
view, that seemed to throw back the 
sparkle of the sun on the sea in shimmer- 
ing waves of light. The noises, that in the 
town bade fair to emulate the horrors of 
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Pandemonium, rendered musical by dis- 
tance, ascended like the evening anthem 
from the vast cathedral of s'rife and 
restlessness below, now apparently sinking 
to slumber in the drowsy heat. 

Nearer, an imprisoned canary poured 
forth its wild wish for freedom on the 
palpitating air; and the Hon. Smithkins 
raised his weary head to listen to the 
dialogue of a couple of school boys, on 
their way home from Queen's College, 
who, having sent their boy on in front with 
the books, were vociferously arguing out 
the merits of different spots, as a site for 
a game of marbles. When at last, the 
preliminaries being settled, a hush fell on 
the youngsters, as they applied themselves 
earnestly to the game, the Hon. Smithkins 
leaned back listlessly again and the lines 
of discontent between his brows deepened, 
for he was drawing invidious comparisons. 

Age? Experience? Away with them! 

Who would not exchange all the 
Pandora's blessings he had ever gained 
with age, for one hour's mad frolic, with 
the boy's blood bounding again joyously 
through his veins? 

Why could not fate allow us to ex- 
change the weary spirit within our breasts 
for a younger one ; even though we must 
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keep the old head, the decrepit body. 
Why could we not forget that we were 
old, and live again free from cares and 
worries, full of joyous boy-life that looked 
so sweet behind there, in the distant past. 

The whole thing was a dismal failure! 
Where the use of the weary grind for fame 
or money? Or worse still, the breathless 
chase after pleasures we were incapatle 
of enjoying. Oh ! to be a boy again ! 



As the Hon. Mr. Smithkins sighed 
impatiently and gazed around, the lands- 
scape seemed to him to be undergoing 
some subtle change. 

The air about him seemed to be glowing 
warm and golden as with the coming 
sunset, yet the sun had performed but a 
half of his descent from the zenith. The 
clock tower below was gradually becoming 
rose-tinted, and the prevailing tone from 
the sea, was slowly spreading upward. 
Caine Road on the left, and Kennedy Road 
were already enveloped, and the ruby light 
was tingeing the spire of the Union 
Church, beautifying an otherwise ugly 
edifice. 

The Hon. Mr. Smithkins sat up in 
astonishment and rubbed his eyes, to 
watch the oncoming transformation. 
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Gradually the rose-coloured mists touch- 
ed his feet, enwrapped him, and he felt the 
blood go tingling and careering through 
his veins at the contact. Now the waves 
of pulsing colour had rolled past and 
swept over the cheerless looking grey house 
around him. 

How bright and cheerful everything 
looked, and how very light-hearted and 
joyous this light breeze, that stirred the 
rose-coloured atmosphere gently to and 
fro, made one feel. 

And the next moment the Hon. Mr 
Smithkins leapt to bis feet with an un- 
dignified whoop and seized the cat, lazily 
blinking in the sunshine, on the tesselated 
floor, by the tail. 

He saw it all now, this was his restored 
youth come back to him, with the bare 
•enunciation of his wish. All the boy's 
capacity for enjoyment! No cares or 
worries. How very jolly. What though 
he were old in body, who would wish to 
go back to manhood again. 

Meanwhile the cat, rudely awakened 
from her sunshiny reverie by this abrupt 
disturbance, mewed her astonished ex- 
postulations in vain. Her erstwhile 
dignified master had firm hold of her tail, 
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and was prancing joyously up and down 
the verandah, with laughing shouts of 
exultation towing the unfortunate cat in 
wide sweeping circles as the astonished 
creature sought vainly for a crevice in 
the tesselated pavement, wherein to fix 
her outspread claws. 

In the very midst of the fun, Mrs. 
Smithkins reappeared on the verandah 
and joined the cat in her look of blank 
surprise ; and as her husband caught 
sight of her, he let go of the cat's tail 
and looked confounded and abashed at 
being detected in this undignified amuse- 
ment. 

" What on earth " he reflected, " had 
induced him to do such a very silly thing ! 
His wife might well look aghast ; he was 
surprised, nay shocked, at himself." 

The next moment the boy's blood flew 
to his head again, as with a wild yell he 
picked the cat up again by the tail and 
swung her, clawing and scratching, on his 
wife's shoulder. 

"All right, old girl!" He had never 
before addressed his wife so familiarly, 
not to say rudely, and he wondered 
inwardly at his own temerity ; " Fellow 
must kick up his heels a bit when 
he's young. Tea ready ! allright ! Got 
any jam ? " 
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"Jam!" echoed the bewildered lady 
"Jam?" why dear! you always told me 
you hated jam." 

"Me hate jam" in ungrammatical 
incredulity. 

"You you know, dear " faltered "the 

now thoroughly alarmed Mrs. Smithkins 
"you never cared for sweets." 

'"'Not like jam! Don't I though. You 
jolly well get some and see. Could'nt I " 
and the Hon. Mr. Smithkins drew the 
back of his hand across his smacking 
lips, "Could'nt I just go a pot or two 
now ! " 

"Oh! what had happened to her poor 
husband" thought Mrs. Smithkins, "had 
he had a stroke or something ? Was his 
mind gone ? 

For the Hon. Smithkins had taken out 
his natty little penknife, and was busily 
engaged cutting his initials deep into 
the polished wood of the door-posts; 
■whistling gaily to himself the while. 

Presently he stopped whistling, and 
threw the knife down in disgust. 

"Rotten little thing! Look here!" he 
turned defiantly to his wife, his hands 
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thrust deep in his trousers' pockets. 
" What's the good of a rotter like that to 
a chap ? I want a bigger knife. Let's 
have something decent ; a five-inch jack- 
knjfe, with a corkscrew and saw." 

"I say! That jam come yet? Come 
along I'm beastly peckish." Vainly Mrs. 
Smithkins struggled to keep back the 
scalding tears that would force themselves 
to her eyes, as she regarded her lord's 
condition. There he sat at the tea-table, 
demolishing, with incredible voracity, 
slice after slice of thickly buttered bread, 
loaded with jam. 

He, whose appetite of late had been so 
distressingly slender ; and Mrs. Smithkins 
caught him several times, when he 
thought she was not looking, dipping his 
fingers into the sugar bowl and slyly 
abstracting a handful of the coveted 
sacharine, which he promptly popped into 
his mouth. 

The China boy was eyeing him in 
amaze, and the Hon. Smithkins noted his 
look, and felt a confused remorse at his 
puerile conduct ; but the next instant, he 
had taken advantage of the boy's diverted 
attention, to shy a piece of tea-soaked 
bread and butter at his head. Yet, almost 
before tjie morsel had left his hand, he 
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found himself cursing his folly; and 
cursing still more deeply, when he felt 
himself impelled to pick up the little jug 
of boiling water, and pour it over the back 
of his wife's pet dog, that stood, in 
begging attitude, attentively by. 

He had no sooner licked out the last 
luscious morsel of jam that remained in 
the pot, than visitors were announced, and 
as two lady friends of his wife were shown 
in, he, who had always been so gravely 
at his ease in society, now felt a great 
wave of shyness come over him, as he 
sprang up and sneaked timidly out, his 
his hands in his trouser pockets, trying 
hard to whistle unconcernedly as he went. 

Once in the compound, he felt himself 
again, or rather felt this new self that he 
was now beginning to hate ; and finding 
the mafoo stretched asleep on a bench, 
proceeded, to his own infinite disgust, to 
tickle his ear with a straw. But, boy-like, 
he soon tired of this amusement, and 
seeing a cockroach on the wall, threw 
himself upon it, and stole with his prize 
back to the drawing room. 

There he stood for a moment behind 
the three ladies, with a ghastly struggle 
going on within him between his dignified, 
mature self, and this other horribly 
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juvenile "me" that was forcing him on 
to do all the most idiotic things he could 
imagine. 

Then the boy triumphed over the man, 
as he dropped the cockroach, wriggling 
and squirming, down the back of the 
visitor's neck, and sped away whistling 
joyously to himself. 

When he awoke next morning, the Hon. 
Smithkins arose and stood for some time 
before his glass, critically surveying him- 
self. The boy was having it all his own 
way now, and he stood there thinking 
how peculiar he looked. Quit^ grown up. 
" How he should love to be grown up " he 
thought, " and do things for himself." 
" Heigho ! it must be ever so much nicer 
than being a youngster. It was all very 
well for people to say they wished they 
were young again, but then it was so long 
ago since they were young, that they had 
forgotten what it was like. Else they 
would'nt be such jolly muffs as to wish 
it " concluded the boy with a sigh, as he 
turned to dress himself. 

A few minutes after, he marched into 
his wife's room with an armful of clothes, 
demanding of her to cut down the trouser 
legs to knickerbockers. 
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" What do you think a fellow wants with 
these things " he asked contemptuously, 
'•' ctit them down, for goodness sake." 

" Cut what ? " asked his distressed 
wife. 

" Give us back my knickers " reiterated 
the Hon. Smithkins " Why all the chaps 
would laugh at me, if they saw me in 
these togs. Besides, how can a fellow 
play marbles, or cricket, or anything, 
with these things flapping about his legs. 
Cut 'em down." 

"But my dear" — sorrowfully remon- 
strated Mrs. Smithkins. 

" Oh yes ! " he interrupted impatiently 
" it's all very well for you to be tripping 
yourself up with a lot of clothes; you're 
a girl, and don't have to go running about 
like a fellow has. Cut 'em down ! " 

And so, in her anxiety to humour him, 
as the best means of keeping him from 
worrying himself, Mrs. Smithkins hastily 
cut down the artistic creations of Diss 
and Gillings into knickerbockers. 

As he came whistling happily down 
stairs, a gleam of the old self shot for a 
moment through his being, causing him 
to stop and curse himself anew for playing 
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the fool; but- the moment after the Hon. 
Smithkins was surreptitiously plundering 
the larder of jam, sugar, or anything he 
could find. 

After breakfast, a longing to have a 
game of marbles came over him ; a long- 
ing that . he felt was as absurd as it, was 
irrisistible, and he sent the boy down town 
to buy a bag of 'coramonies', and some 
'taws.' And when he returned with the 
fascinating little spheres, boy, mafoo and 
coolies were pressed into service with 
true boyish democracy, and had to join 
in a game of ring ; while the Hon. Smith- 
kins pranced about shrieking with intense 
delight as he won back the marbles he 
had portioned out equally to all, and 
assiduously wore out his stockings at the 
kneeSi as he knelt to pitch. 

And yet, he thought, as he jingled the 
com monies in his over loaded pockets, 
there was not so very much fun in a game 
of I marbles. How inexpressibly empty 
the , g^pies of childhood appeared. Oh ! 
if grown-ups only knew, they would not 
long so to be boys again. How gladly he 
would change places with a grown-up now. 
How grand ; to be quite your own master; 
able to go anywhere you liked ; a circus 
every ,nig.ht if there was one at, Hongkong. 
And to bts above such things as marbles 
and tops. 
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Still, he wondered why he had not 
wanted to play cricket or " footer " 
oftenery and straightway determined he 
would try to join the Club.^ " Would they 
take so young a member, though," he 
asked himself. 

Wonderful was the transformation that 
had happened to the Hon. Mr. Smithkins. 
The only literature the erstwhile erudite 
man cared for now, was that of the Dead- 
wood Dick variety, with recourse to an 
occasional " Answers " or " Tit-Bits; " 
and these he eagerly devoured, revelling 
in the blood-thirsty adventures of the 
hero, as he followed him with bated 
breath through thrilling hair-breadth 
escapes ; yet ever wondering, when he had 
fiMshed them, what he could see in such 
trash to like. 

Buti his old favourites of Carlyle and 
Emerson were worse. "Dry rot!" he 
murmured tu himself, as he pulled one 
down and after peeping between the 
covers, flung it into a corner. 

" What was a fellow to do with himself? 
What was there to do ? Read ? — Nothing 
worth reading. Have another game ? — 
Too much fag." 

In deep discontent with himself and 
things in general, he sauntered out' of the 
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house, with cankering envy at his heart 
for the grown-ups, who had some business 
or other to attend to during the day. It 
would be better, even, to be at school 
than this. 

He had emerged in all the glory of 
knickers, his bald head surmounted by an 
old cricket cap that he had managed 
to rake up somewhere, stuck on well 
behind; hands, as usual, deep in his 
pockets. 

As he strolled listlessly along Planta- 
tion road, he took " cock shots " with a 
handy brick-bat at any birds or stray 
dogs that happened to cross his path, and 
had just suceeded in lulling himself into 
that state of ecstatic bliss that a boy 
always feels when there is a prospect of 
getting into mischief, when he came to 
where the road dips under the tramway 
track. 

On the platform of the station above 
him, was standing one of his own col- 
leagues, another member of the Board, 
waiting for the descending tram, and for 
a moment the rose-coloured spectacles 
fell from the eyes of the Hon. Smithkins, 
and he saw himself as he really was. 

The picture of which he got a momen- 
tary glimpse was not an edifying one. An 

148 



CHINA COASTERS 

old gentleman of rather portly build, 
dressed in a nondescript suit with idiotic 
knickerbockers, stained and soiled with 
mud; a pair of shoes that, a minute 
before, had been paddling through a 
puddle of rich red clay ; with a stretch of 
stockings between them and the knickers 
that, from pushing through thorny under- 
growth, looked ot a decided open work 
pattern. Hands, that from grubbing up 
stones, had acquired a look of mourning 
sombreness about the nails ; and over all 
a brilliantly polished pate, fringed with 
scanty grey hairs and topped by a saucy 
cricket cap of red and blue, perched far 
back on the shining eminence. 

No, it was not an edifying spectacle, 
and the Hon. Smithkins, while trying to 
think how he had got into this plight, 
wished that the ground would open and 
engulf him. 

Perhaps, he thought, if he walked very 
sedately, Dr. Telle above, him might 
chance not to notice the incongruity in his 
attire, and he went forward very carefully. 

But his plans were destined to a 
lamentable overthrow. No sooner had 
he got through the arch, and the vista of 
Barker Road lay open before him, than he 
spotted a cat sitting, in tempting repose, 
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fifty yards up the road. In a flash, the 
mature consciousness had faded into 
insignififeattce, dominated by the boy 
spirit that the sight had aroused. 

With a prolonged ' whoop of frantic 
excitement, he gave chase, tearing up the 
road in pursuit of pussy, his cap in one 
hand and ' a murderous brickbat in the 
other. A glance over his shoulder as he 
flew; revealed to him the perplexed face 
of' his friend, as he stood, in open mouthed 
astonishment, watching him career 
madly along, but the sight gave him no 
concern, and he only vented a more ear- 
splitting yell, as the cat disappeared 'down 
the short lane that led to a residence. 
As, however, he pulled up panting and 
flushed with the fruitless chase,' the 
troublesome double-consciousness began 
to intrude itself upon him, as the boy 
sank out of sight and the man took 
his place. 

What had be done ? It was bad en- 
ough to have shewn himself in this rig at 
all, but perhaps he might have sneaked 
past unobserved had he walked quietly. 
But to have gone tearing and jelling 
along the road like a wild Indian ! Pool ! 
And then, as his introspection became 
clearer; it is these high spirits that have 
done it J What on earth did Nature 
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mean by making his body grow old and 
leaving hitn the spirits of a youngster of 
ten? Why could'nt she have endowed 
him like ath^rs,, with a mind that fitted 
his years, and not have given him tastes 
that would only be fit for a child. Why 
could be not sit down, and smoke and 
read comfortably, without wishing to tear 
about like this. It was unfair, it was 

"My dear arent you coming in to tea ?" 

The Hon. Smithkins turned round and 
rubbed, his eyes, to see his dear wife look- 
ing at him with a smile. 

"My dear George! How startled you 
look! Did I wake you from a nap?" 
she inquired, 

"No-er-er" The Hon. Smithkins rub- 
bed his eyes again, and looked around. 

'The sun was hanging poised over the 
distant Kap Sing Mun hills, and the 
whole harbour was flooded with golden 
light. 

What had happened? He rubbed his 
eyes again and tried desperately to think. 
Ah ! he had had a kind of nightmare, he 
remembered now, he had been somewhere 
on Plantation road 
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1'hen bis dream came back. 

But how good it was, he thought again, 
to be sitting peacefully up here, watching 
the sun drop, flaming, behind the hills, 
after all, it was good to be old ; good to 
sit calmly contemplating the quiet scene, 
after the eager rush and hurry of youth. 

The sun sank a little lower, and the 
Hon. Smithkins watched it with peaceful 
balm in his heart. It was worth the 
heat and struggle of the fight, to sit here 
in lii'e's golden twilight and enjoy the 
feeling of rest that steals over the tired 
senses. 

What a relief to know that for us the 
battle is over ; that for us the turmoil is 
no more. That we are privileged, by the 
right of labour well done, to lie calmly 
drifting drifting 

The sun dropped behind the hills ; 
and the Hon. Mr. Smithkins arose and 
followed his wife into the inner room, 
a man well content. 
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